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SHEPUHERD's PASTIME. 


PASTORALS. 
1. THE HAPPY SHEPHERD, 


Wir n the ſun I riſe at morn, 
Haſte my flock into the mead ; 
By the ficlds of yellow corn, 
There my gentle lambkins feed : 
Ever ſportive, ever gay, _ 
While the merry pipe I play. 


| Lovely Mira joins the train; 
© Calls the wand'rer to its mate: 
| Her ſweet voice can ſooth each pain, . 
And make the troubled heart elate : 
Ever cheerful, ever gay, : 
While the merry pipe I play. 


When from Winter's rugged arms 
Zephyrs fleeting leave the grove, 
Mira cheers me with her charms; _ 
For her ſong is tun'd to love: 
Ever happy, ever gay, 
On the N pipe I play. 
B 
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Tho' no ſplendour deck my cot, | 
With my fair I live content; El 
May it be my happy lot, 
Still to love, and ne'er repent; 
While, at dawn and ſetting dav, 
On the merry pipe I play! 


11. LOVE AND DESPAIR. 


No more the feſtive train I'Il join: 
Adieu, ye rural ſports, adieu! 
For what, alas! have griets like mine +8 
With paſtimes or delights to do? 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove; 
But I am all deſpair and love. 


Ah, well-a-day ! how chang'd am I !— 

When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 

So ſoft my ſtrains, the herds had by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed : 

But now my ſtrains no longer move ; 

They're diſcord all, deſpair, and love. 


Behold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 
The faireſt once upon the lea ; 

No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, | 
Unſnorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me. 
The ſhepherds mourn to ſee them rove; 

They aſk the cauſe ; I anſwer, Love: 


Neglected love firſt taught my eyes 
ith tears of anguiſh to o'erflow; _ 
'Tis that which fill d my breaſt with ſighs, 
And tun'd my pipe to notes of woe: 
Love has occaſion'd all my ſmart, 
Diſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. 3 


FASTOKRALS 


THE CHARMS OF A PASTORAL LIFE. 


Warn weſtern breezes fan the ſhore, - 
And gently ſwell the azure wave, 
I yield unto the ſoft'ning Pow'r: 
(The Muſe's tranſport then would grieve. 


When loud the thick ning tempeſts fly, 
FEnrage, and daſh the foaming floods; 
From the rude ſcene I trembling hie, 

And plunge into the ſafer woods. 


Nor ſea, nor deaf ning din, is there, 
The ſtormy fury ſtraight does pleaſe : 

I hear it ſounding from afar ; | 
It fings or murmurs through the trees. 


A fiſherman I would not live, 
Who labours in the pathleſs deep; 
Whoſe cruel art is to deceive, 


Whoſe dwelling is a brittle hip. 


Let me my bleating ewes attend, 
(Harmleſs myſelf, and bleſs d as > 7 

With them my morning ſteps I'll bend, 
With them I'll wait the cloſing day. 


Now underneath a plane-tree laid, 
Or careleſs by a lulling ſtream, 

Let me enjoy the cooling hade, 
Or f weetly {ink 1 into a dream. 


IV. 


Ur me wander not unſeen, 

By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green : 
"There the ploughman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles der the furrow'd land; 
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And the milkmaid ſingeth bl; tie; 
And the mower whets his ſcy the; 
And every ſhepherd tells his tale 


Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


V. 
Come ſing round my favourite tree, 
Ve ſongſters that viſit the grove, 


"Twas the haunt of my ſhepherd and me, 
And the bark is a record of love. 


Reclin'd on the turf, b my fide, 
He tenderly pleaded his cauſe ; 


I only with bluſhes reply'd, 


And the nightingale fill'd up the pauſe, 
VI. CE 


SHEPHERDS, I have loſt my love, 
Have you ſeen my Anna ? 


Pride of ev'ry ſhady grove 


Upon the banks of Banna. 
J for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain; 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 


Greenwood ſhade, and fountain. 


Never ſhall I ſee them more, 
Until her returning; 
All the joys of life are oer, | 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning. 
Whither is my charmer flown? 
Shepherds, tell me whither; 
—Ah ! Woe for me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever, and for ever. 


FAST OHA LL 5 


VII. THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS 
5 | LOVE. | 


Cows live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove 
That vallies, groves, or hills and fields, 
And all the ſteepy mountain yields. 


And we will fit upon the rocks, 
Seeing the thepherds feed their flocks, 
x By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


And I will make thee beds of roſes, 

And a thouſand fragrant poſies, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
 Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle. 


A gown made of the fineſt wool, | 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; . 
Fair lined ſlippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the pureſt gold. 


A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 
With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds : 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and fing 

For thy delight each May morning: 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 

Then live with me, and be my love. 


VIII. THE NYMPH'S REPLY TO THE | 
| SHEPHERD. | 


tr all the world and love were young, 

And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 

Theſe pretty pleaſures might me more 
10 live with thee, and be thy love, 3 
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Time drives the flocks from field to fold, 
| When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb; _ 

Ihe reſt complain of cares to come. 


The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reck'ning yields ; 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy's fpring, but ſorrow's fall. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 

Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reaſon rotten. 


Thy belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 
Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds, 

All theſe in me no means can move 

Jo come to thee, and be thy love. 


But could youth laſt, and love ſtill breed, 
Had joy no date, nor age no need ; | 
Then theſe delights my mind might move 
'Fo live with thee, and be thy love. | 


IX. CONTENT, A PASTORAL. 


O' ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, and 
As wilder'd and weary'd I roam, | bare, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me—o'er lawns to her home. 
Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor, [crown'd, 
Her caſement ſweet woodbinescrept wantonly round 


And deck'd the ſod-ſeats at het door, 


— P * 
2 : . 


FAR TT OR ALS 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repatt : 
Freſh fruits—and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
While thrown from my guard by tome glances ſhe 
Love ſlily ſtole into my brea#, 5 
I told my ſoft wiſhes—ſhte ſweetly reply'd, 
ue virgins, her voice was divine!) | 
« I've rich ones rejected, and great ones Geny'd, 
But take me, fond ſhepherd—[I'm thine.” 


ler air was ſo modeſt, her aſpett ſo meek ; 


So ftmple, yet ſweet were her charms; 
I k:it the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
An1lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if, by yon prattler, the ftream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom, I fink into fleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow riſing hills, 
Delighted with paitoral views, 


Or reſt on the rock waence the ſtreamlet diſtils, 


And point out new themes for my Muſe. 
'Fopomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 

The damſel's of humbledefſcent; 
The Cottager, Peace, is well known for her ſire, 
And ſhepherds have nam d her Content. 


*. 

Los ELx nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh, 
At your feet a tender ſwain 

Prays you will not let him languiſh; 
One kind look would ea!: his pain. 


Did vou know the lad that courts 

You, he not long need ſue in vain; 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports, | 
Fou ſcarce will meet his like again. 
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XI. A PASTORAL. 


* Ys maidens ſo chearful and gay,” 
Attend to poor Phillida's ftrain, 
One moment attend to her lay, 
She will not dwell long on the plain; 
But haſten from ſcenes that revive _ 
The rememb'rance of all that was dear, 
Nor her Damon much longer ſurvive, 


Who early has preſs'd the cold bier. 


How pleaſantly time took its flight, 
When we ſat by the fide of yond' hill! 
His preſence my ſoul would delight, 
And my boſom with rapture would fill :. 
For all that was tender and kind | 
Adorned the breaſt of my love; 
Full noble and great was his mind, 
And as conſtant and true as the dove. 


On his flute he would oftentimes play; 
And I liſt'ned with joy to his ſong, 
 Whilft my ſheep they unnotic'd would ſtray; 
But now filent for ever's his tongue; 
That heart too for ever is ſtill, | 
Which beat with ſuch tranſport for me: 
Shall not grief my fond boſom then fill, 
Since no more the lov'd ſhepherd I ſee ? 


Oh! death, why fo very unkind, 
Io rob me of him I held dear? 
No pleaſure, alas, can I find; _ 
Fach ſcene bears the gloom of deſpair. 
Come, in pity then wing me away > 
To regions of bliſs and of joy; 
Where my Damon's bleit ſpirit doth ſtray, 
Oh! waſt me in one gentle ſigh, 


FASTORALS 


rr. Poss ESS ION, A PASTORAL... 


Ye ſwains, none ſo happy as I, 

Since Chloe my love does reward; 
So much to divert her I try, 

I ſcarce my fad flocks can regard. 
Your nymphs to her beauty muſt =, 

As thiſtles that ſpoil the fair field, 
Interior their beauty, I trow, _ 

To tender ſoft myrtles do yield. 


Yet ſhe's modeſt amidſt all the praiſe 
That on her each ſhepherd beſtows; 
Names rival pretenders with eaſe ; 
With envy her face never glows. 
She ſays, beauty's praiſe is ſhort fame; - 
Its owners will fade with it too: 
Many young giddy nymphs ſay the ſame, 
And yet think the ſound maxim untrue. 


Oft under my arbour's cool ſhade, 
That wantons with roſes, ſweet flow'rs, 

And of elm-hugging woodbines is made, 

She fings as we ſpend the ſhort hours. 

Each ſhepherd the voice of his fair, 

Io birds that in concert combine, 

Or may to ſoft muſic compare; 

But no harmony's muſic to mine. 


Our flocks feed around us the while, 
Nor ever dnce offer to ſtray ; 

She ſcarce can forbear from a ſmile, 
As they filent devour her lay. 
The birds too around us appear, 

And ceaſe their wild notes as the ſings ; 
Poor Philomel drops her mild ear; 
3 beware of fell jealouly' s ſtings? 
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Her heart ſoon with pity doth bleed ; 
How oft have I mark'd her to ſigh, 
And think it aruthleſs foul deed, | 
If ſhe chanc'd but to kill a weak fly ! 
A ſparrow had built her ſmooth neſt 
All ſecret amidſt my gay trees, 
Where under her downy fond breaſt 
She had ſhelter'd her young from each breeze. 


Affrighted the bird flew away, 
As we unſuſpecting drew near: 
— Sweet innocent bird to betray; 
The only ſweet cauſe of her fear. 
I cruel reſolv'd they ſhould die, 
Protecting my corn's future pride; 
I could wiſh the vile thought to deny: 
Thus the nymph to my purpoſe reply'd. 


O Damon! to rob it forbear, 

An indigent bird of its joy; 
What is under the wing of thy care, 
Woulcd'ſt thou like a tvrant deftroy ? 
I obeyed : her thanks were a ſmile, 

___ Sufficient reward for iny love; 
I forget what is ſorrow awhile, 


If my fair any deed does approve. 


And oft as we tread my green grove, 
That does with clear a abou nd, 
The young ones approach my pleas'd love, 
And thank her by chirping arcund, 
Ye ſwains, teach your nymphs what I ſay, 
Let beauty employ their laſt care, 
And copy, from Chloe each day, 
Foc tis chen they will ever be fait. 


J 
x11. ABSENCE LAMENTED, 


Ys nymhs and ſwains, that ſweetly play 
On Tweed's fam'd banks, or winding T 27. 
Ah ſay, what happy ſpot detains 
My Peggy, ſince ſhe left theſe plains? 


Say, in what bow'r, beneath what made, 
Sort ſlumbers lull the gentle maid ; 

For Love ſhall lend me wings to fly; 
And pow'rful Fancy place me nigh. 


Alas! the bliſsful ſcene how chang d, 
Where once we both with pleaſure rang 4! 
Not half ſo fair the lily ſprings ; 

Not half ſo ſweet the linnet ſings. 


| Hafte then, my lovely fair, once more ; 
Oh! haſte to bleſs the Southern ſhore : 
And April's clouds ſhall ſmile as gay, 


As all the blooming ſweets of May. 


Yet rather may the Fates deny 
Thy beauties to my longing eye, 
If Time a cruel change has wrought, 
Or Tweed a ſweeter leſſon taught! 


But ſhould thy faithful | ſhepherd find | 
His lovely Peggy {till is kind, 
Then abſence Pol thy cha improy ©, 
And 1 with double E love. 


xiv. 


"Yu rural ny TY and S ſay, 
Why was my homely cell ſo gay ? 

Why did my rill ſo ſoothing flow, 

Or lamkins blythe their ſports beſtow ? 


12 THE SHEPHERDS PASTIME. 


Why did the morn o'er meadows ſtrew 
Her drops, her filver drops of dew ? 
Why ſung the lark her matin theme, 
Or lilies ſipp'd my tinkling ſtream ? 


Vhy did I ſing in am'rous ſtrain 

In every vale, or every plain? 

Why was my bow'r my tendereft care ? 
"I was all to pleaſe my Chloe fair. 


But now, alas! theſe ſcenes are flown, 
Which once to pleaſe my Chloe ſhone : 
For ſhe, alas! poor thoughtleſs maid! 
Is of my conſtancy afraid. | 


She ne'er will liften to my reed; 
She ſhuns me now with lightſome ſpeed : 
And now theſe gladſome ſcenes are o'er, 
Becauſe my Chloe ſmiles no more. 


A frown! a frown enjoys her brow ! 
The birds, that ſung on every bow, 
| Have loſt their tender notes awhile, 
Until my Chloe dei gns a ſmile. 


I'll chuſe fair garlands for my love, 

Il chuſe the faireſt of each grove; 

III rob the banks of ev'ry brook, 
Io deck my Chloe's hair and crook. 


Soon will regain my ſighing breaſt 
Its wonted eaſe, its downy reſt : 
Ah! ſoon ſhall J forget my pain, 
I: peerleſs Chloe ſmiles again, 


FASTOKL AL 6 13 

XV. WEEPING SHEPHERD, 
xe night, when all the village ſlept, 
M,yrtillo's ſad deſpair 
The wretched ſhepherd waking kept, 
Iu0o tell the woods his care; 

Begone (ſaid he) fond thoughts, begone! 
Eyes, give your ſorrows o'er! 


Why ſhould you waſte your tears for one 
Who thinks on you no more ? 


Yet, oh! ye birds, ye flocks, ye pow'rs, 
T hat dwell within this grove, : 

Can tell how many tender hours 

We here have paſs'd in love! 

Yon ftars above (my cruel foes!) 

_ Have heard how ſhe has ſworn, 

A thouſand times, that like to thoſe 

Her flame ſhould ever burn! 


But ſince ſhe's loſt oh! let me have 
My with, and quickly Ge; 
In 0 cold bank I'll make a grave, 
And there for ever he: | 
Sad nightingales the watch ſhall keep, 
And kindly here complain. TEE 
Then down the ſhepherd lay to deep. 
But never roſe again. 


XVI. 


A 3 dear ſhepherd, 1 
By love and firſt nature allied, 
Together in fondneſs we grew; 
Ah, would we together had died! 
For thy faith, which refemabled my own, 
For thy ſoul, which was ſpotleſs and true, 
For the joys we together have known, 


Ah, Damon, dear ſhepherd, adieu! 'C 
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What bliſs can hereafter be mine? 
_ _ Whomever engaging J ſee, 
To his friendſhip I ne'er can incline, 
For fear I ſhould mourn him like thee. 
Though the Muſes ſhould crown me with art, 
Though honour and fortune ſhould join: 
Since thou art denied to my heart, 
| | What bliſs can hereafter be mine ? 


Ah, Damon, dear ſhepherd, farewell! 
Thy grave with ſad oſiers I'll bind; 
Though no more in one cottage we dwell, 
I can keep thee for ever in mind: | 
Each morning I'll viſit alone 
His aſhes who lov'd me ſo well, 
And murmur each eve o'er his tone, 
Ah, Damon, dearſhepherd, farewell!“ 


XVII. HOPE, A PASTORAL. 


My banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep; 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, . 
Such health do my mountains beſtow ; _ 
My fountains are border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets blow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But, let me that plunder forbear, ED 
She will fay 'tis a barbarous deed: 

He ne'er can be true, ſhe averr'd, 

Who can rob a poor bird of its young; 

And I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs drop from her tongue. 


PASTOR AL S. 5 


But where does my Phillida ſtray, 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as _— as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
The face of the vallies as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine: 


XVIII. CORYDON AND PHILLIS, A PASTORAL, 


Hex ſheep had in cluſters creptcloſe to a grove, 
To hide from the heat of the day; 


And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 


Among the ſweet violets lay : 


- A young lambkin, it ſeems, had been ſtole . 


(*Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) [ dam, 
That Corydon might, as he . d for his lamb, 
Arri ve at the critical ſpot. 


As thro' the green hedge for his lambkin he peeps, 


He ſaw the fair 1ymph with ſurpriſe; 
Ya gods, if ſo killing, he cry'd, while ſhe ſleeps, 
Fm loſt if ſhe opens her eyes: 2 


To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 


I'll homeward my lambkin to trace, 
But in vain honeſt Corydon ftrove to depart, 
For love held him faſt to the place. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, pretty birds, what a chirping you 


I think you too loud on the ſpray; [keep, 


Don't you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's 


You'll awake her as ſure as tis day. | aſleep ? 
How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet 

Her cheeks he miſtakes for the roſe: [maid! 
I'd put him to death, if I was not afraid 

My boldneſs would break her repoſe. 


— — 
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Then Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile, 
Kind ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you miſtake; 
I laid myſelf down here to reſt me awhile, 
But truſt me I was not aſleep. 


The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 


He plac'd himſelf down by her fide; 
And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how, 
But yeſterday made her his bride. 


XIX, THE GARLAND. 


Tae pride of ev'ry grove I choſe, 
The violet ſweet, and lily fair, 

The dappled pink, and bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my charming Chloe's hair. 


At morn the nymph vouchſaf'd to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 


The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 


Ihe ſcent leſs fragrant than her breath. 


Ihe flow'rs ſhe wore along the day; 


Andevery nymph and ſhepherd ſaid, 


That in her hair they look'd more I. 


"Than glowing in their native be 
Undreſt at ev'ning when ſhe found 
Their colours loſt, their odours paſt, 
She chang'd her look, and on the — 
Her garland and her eye the caſt. 


That eye dropt fenfe diſtinct and clear, 
As any muſe's tongue could ſpeak; 
When from its lid a pearly tear 

Ran trickling down her beauteous check. 


FAT TORS LS: 
ſmile, BT or gt, 3 
8 Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
My love, my life, ſaid I, explain 
This change of humour; prythee tell, 
bow, That falling tear, what does it mean ? 


he figh'd, ſhe ſmil'd, and to theflow'rs 
Pointing, the lovely moraliſt ſaid, 

See, friend, in ſome few fleeting hours, 
See yonder, what a change is made 


2 


Ah me! the blooming pride of May 

And that of beauty are but one; 

At noon both flouriſh bright and gay, 
| Both fade at ev'ning, pale and gone. 


At dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung, 
The am' rous youth around her bow'd; 
At night her fatal knell was rung, 
I ſaw; and kiſs'd her in her ſhroud. 


Such as ſhe is, who dy'd to day, 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow; 
Go, Damon, bid thy muſe diſplay _ 

The juſtice of thy Chloe's ſorrow. 


XX. THE WEDDING DAY. 


Wurar virgin or ſhepherd, in valley or grove, 
Will envy my innocent lays, = 
The ſong of the heart, and the offspring of love, 
When ſung in my Corydon's praite? 
O'er.brook and o'er brake, as he hies to the bow'r, 
How lightſome my ſhepherd can trip! 
And ſure when of love he deſcribes the ſoft pow'r, 
The honey-dew drops from his Ip. 
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How ſ\ weet 1s the primroſe, the violet bow ſweet, 
And ſweet is the eglantine breeze, 

But Corydon's kiſs, when by moon · light we meet, 
To me is far ſweeter then theſe. 

I bluſh at his raptures, I hear all his vows, 

I hgh when I ofter to ſpeak ; | 

And oh! what delight my fond boſom o'erflows 5 

When I feel the ſoft touch of his cheek! 


Reſponſive and ſhrill be the notes from the ſpray, 
Let the pipe thro” the village reſound, 

Be ſmiles in each face, O ye ſhepherds to-day, 
And ring the bells merrily round, 


Your favours prepare, my companions, with ſpeed, 


Aſſiſt me my bluſhes to hide, 
A twelvemonth ago on this day I agreed 
To be my lov'd Corydon's bride. 


XXI. ' DISCONSOLATE GHEPHZROD, 


WnAr ſhepherd or ny mph of the grove 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 


Or lamenting aloud, as | rove, 


Since Phœbe no longer is here? 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 
What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains ! 
Her hand they were wont to obey: _ 
She rul d both the ſheep and the ſwains, 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd 
To the toot « of yon neighbouring kill, 
'To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or tne river that runs by the mill! 
There, «ind, by my ſide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
Llow ſweet was the thruth from the ſpray, 
Or the bl ratios of Jambs from the Fold 1 


, 


— 
3 
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How oft would I ſpy out a charm, 


Which before had been hid from my vi tew! 


And, while arm was infolded in arm, 


My lips to her lips how they grew! 


How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt ! 


Till the hours of retirement and reſt ; 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No changes of place, or of time, 
telt when my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year; 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt on the boſom of May, 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could alk ; | 
She had all the kind gods could impart I 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk ; 
The deſpair and the envy of art: 


There all that is worthy to prize, 


In all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the virtues all lodg'd in her breaft. 


XXII, 'TWEEDSIDE. 


Wyar beauties does Flora diſcloſe! 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed! 


Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe ; 


Both nature and fancy exceed. 


No daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 


Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
| 1 Oy and . does yield. 
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The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird, and ſveet cooing dove, 
With muſic enchant ev'ry buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 


And love while the featker'd folks ling. — 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep? 
Do they never carcleſsly ſtray, 
MWhile happily ſhe lies aſleep? 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs ; 
'Then, to eaſe the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs. 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excel; 
No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces around her do dwell, 

She's taireſt where thouſands are fair. 
Say; charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tax : 

Or the pleaſanter banks of the 1 weed 2 


XXIII. THE COMPLAINT. | 


Wake x abſent from the nymph I 1 we 
I'd fain ſhake of the chains I w ear: 
But whillt J ſtrive theſe to remove, 
More fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. 
My captiv'd fancy, day and night, 
1 han aud fairer repreſents _ 
Belinda, form'd for dear delight, 
But cruel cauſe of my complaints, 
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All day I wander through the groves, 
And, ſighing, hear from ev'ry tree 
The happy birds chirping their loves, 
Happy, compar'd with lonely me. 
When gentle fleep, with balmy wings, 
To reſt fans ev'ry weary'd wight, 
A thouſand fears my fancy brings, 
'That keep me waking all the night. 


Sleep flies, while, like the goddeſs fair, 
And all the graces in her train, 

With melting Miles and killing air, 
Appears the cauſe of all my pain. 

Awhile my mind delighted flies 

Oieer all her ſweets, with thrilling joy, 

Whilſt want of worth makes doubts ariſe, 
That all my trembling hopes deſtroy. 


Thus, while my thoughts are fix'd on her, 
I'm all o'er tranſport and defire; 
My pulſe beats high, my cheeks appear - 
All roſes, and mine eyes all fire, 

When to myſelf I turn my view, 
My veins grow chill, my cheeks look wan; 
Thus, whilſt my fears my pains renew, 

I ſcarcely look, or move à man. 


XXI V. 


You xs Celia, in her tender years, 
Lite th? roſe-bud on its ſtalk, 
_ Fill'd with a virgin's modeſt fears, 
Stepp'd forth one eve to walk. 
She oft had heard of love's blind boy, 
And with'd to find him out, 


Expecting ſoon to meet the joy _ - 
f which ſhe'd been in doubt. | 
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:\ pleaſant ſhady grove ſhe ſpy'd, 
Where trembling aſpens ſhook, 
Cloſe to its flow ry verge did glide 
A murm'ring limpid brook. 
Amintor fighting there the found, 
She heard him talk of love; 
His croo's lay by him on the ground, 
While thus he pray d to Jove. 


* Grant, mighty pow'r! that I may nd 
Some eaſe within this breaſt ; 

Grant that my Celia may be kind, 
And make Amintor bleſt; 

a her to know the force of love, 
And of her ſwain's defire; 
"Gran that of me ſhe may approve, 

And more I'll ne er require. 


xxv. 


on Thames' fair bank a gentle youth 

For Lucy ſigh'd with matchleſs truth, 
E'en when he ſigh'd in rhyme; 

The lovely maid | his flame return'd, 

And would with equal warmth hare dan d. 
But that ſhe had not time. 


Oft he repair d with eager feet 
In ſecret ſhades his fair to meet 

Beneath th' accultum'd lime; 
Oft times the maid would meet him there, 
But when he begg'd ſhe'd eaſe his care, 
dhe ſaid ſhe had not time. 


It was not thus, inconſtant maid, 
Y ou acted once, the ſhepherd ſaid, 
When love was in its prime: 


PASTOR ALS 23 


She griev'd to hear him thus complain, 
And with'd ſhe could have eas'd his pain, 
Bat ſtill the had not time. | 


Then pointing to the church, he cry'd, 
This day [ll make young Jane my bride, 
Since you think love a crime : 
No, no, ſhe ſaid, my gentle youth, 
I've try'd your faith and conſtant truth, 
And now tor love have time. 
| XXVI. TAY BANKS. | 
Os the banks of the ſweet flowing Tay, 
A ſhepherd deſponding reclin d; 
Poor Damon, alas! he did —_ 
You may die now, ſince Delia's unkind : 
When I liv'd in her favour before, 
Fair peace did my moments employ ; 
She has left me, and what have I more, 
That can give either pleaſure or joy? 


Ah! how could I think the fair maid 
Would deignto ſo humble 2 ſwain, 
When ſo many gay ſhepherds invade, 
And follow her over the plain? 
My flock's all the treaſure I have, 
And a ſmall one with others compar'd ; 
I was pleas'd with what Providence gave, 
And its favour molt thankfully ſhar'd. 


But fince Delia deſerted the vale, 
My ſheep all neglected do ſtray, 
And my pipe that enliven'd the dale, 
I have thrown, as quite uſeleſs, away. 
Ve warhblers that tune the ſoft ſtrain, 
And chaunt it along ev'ry bough, +. 
1 pray you your ok refram, 
I've no taſte for your melody now. 


| 
| 
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My bleaters, your paſture forego, T 
And ſooth my complaint with your crics 
And ye breezes that gently do blow, 
Indulge a reply to my ſighs ; 


And, Delia, oh! hear my laſt with, 


 Whik I breathe, it muſt centre in you; 
A more opulent ſwain you may bleſs, 
But you never can find one more true, 


XXVII. HAPPY CLOWN, 


| Wnrx Aurora gilds the morning 


With a ſweet delightful ray; 
Blooming flowers the fields adorning, 
In the charming month of May: 


Then how pleaſant and contented, 


Lives the lowly country clown, 
In the valley, unfrequented 
By the knaves who croud to town! 


Wich the early lark awaking, 


He enjoys the cheerful day ; 
Labour ev'ry hour partaking, 
Whiſtling thought and care away. 


Nature all his toil befriending, 
Ol her treaſure he's poſſeſs d; 
Health and peace his lite attending, 


Is the monarch half ſo bleſs d? 


Birds his liſt ning ear enchanting, 
Verdant hills and dales his ſight; 
Nothing to his ſenſe is wanting 
Which can give him true delight. 


Love, with innocence combining, 
His unſettled heart alarms | 
Like the flowers in garlands twinigg, 
Sweetly various in its charms, 
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Happy clown ! who thus poſſeſſes 

Pleaſure unalloy'd with ſtrife, 

Wiſdom nothing more careſſes 
Than the humble vale of life. 


Riches knaves delight in gaining, 
Grandeur is by tools admir'd; 
All that wiſe men wiſh obtaining, 

Is to live and die retir'd. 


XXVIII. DAMON AND CHLOE. 


Gay Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 


The prettieſt young creature that pipes on the plain; 
I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare twas amiſs, 


And I'd often ſay, No, —often ſay, No,—when I 
long' d to ſay, Ves. 185 „ 

And I'd often ſay, No, —often ſay, No, — when J 
long'd to ſay, Yes. „„ 


Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his flame ; 

Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou more fair than their 
man Dn . 


Icould hardly ſay, No, —tho' aſham'd toſay, Yes. 


Soon after, one morning we ſat in the grove, 
He preſs d my hand hard, and in fighs hreath'd his 


love, 


Then tenderly aſk'd, If I'd grant him a kifs ? | 
I deſign'd to ſay, No,—but miſtook, and faid, Yes. 


I ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life; 


I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife; 
Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 
Ye mutt all die old maids, if you will not fay, Yes. 
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XX1X. LOVE 1S THE CAUSE OF MY. 
MOURNING. | 


By a murm'ring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 
Pe ſo kind, O ve nymphs ! I oft times heard her ſay, 
Tell Strephon I die, it he paſſes this way, 

And thatlove is the cauſe of my mourning. 


Falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of beauty and charms, 


| Youdeceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never 


warmsyz 


Vet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms, 


Oh! Strephon the cauſe of my mourning. 


But firſt, let me go down to the ſhades below, | 


Ere ye let Strephon know that I loved him ſo; 
Then on my pale cheeks no bluſhes will ſhow, 
That love was the cauſe of my mourning. 


er eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by, 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew 
£ nigh; „ N 
But finding her breathleſs, O heav'ns! did he cry, 
And Chloris ! the cauſe of my mourning. 


Reſtore me my Chloris, ye nymphs, uſe your art; 
They, ſighing, reply'd, Twas yourſelf ſhot the dart 


That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs' heart, 
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And kill'd the poor Chloris with mourning, 


Ah then! is Chloris dead, wounded by me the ſaid; 


I'll follow thee, chaſte maid, down to the ſilent 
made; | | 


Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning his head, 


Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning. 


CASTETVOC RA LS 
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XXX. 


MNourp you taſte the noon-tide ait? 
lo yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where, woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you. 


Down each fide a fountain flows, 
g inkling, murm ring, as 1t goes 


Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 


Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds and ſheep, | 
- Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, ſleep; 
. While on the hyacinth and roſe 


The fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone —yet, in her arms, 


Your breaſt may beat to love's alarms, 


Till bleft and bleſſing you ſhall own, 
The) joys of love are joys alone. 


XXXI. 


v. 111. F the lads of the village ſhall merrily, ah 
Sound the tabors, I'll hand thee along; 
And I ſay unto thee, that verily, ahl! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
While the lads, &c. | 


8 f Juſt then, when the ſwain who laſt year won the 


dor, 
With his mate ſhall the ; ports have begun: - 


When the gay voice of gladnels reſounds from each 


 bow'r, 
And thou long'ſt in thy heart to make one: 
While the lads, Kc. | 
EET D 2 
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Thoſe ; Joys which are harmleſs was mortal can 


"lame? — ö Ye 

"Tis my maxim that youth ſhould be free; Br 

And to prove that my words and my deeds are the An 
ſame, 


Bulieve ine, thow'lt orefencly ſee. | 
\\ hile the lads, &c. 


VI 

xXXXII. 5 

An 

Hap I a heart for falſhood fram'd, a 

Ine er could injure you; Th 

For tho' your tongue no promiſe claim d, = 

Four charms would make me true. An 

To you no ſoul ſhall Lear deceit, | 

No ftranger offer wrong; 1 

But friends in all the ag d you'll meet, 8 

And lovers in the young. 1 

And when they learn that you have bleſt In 
Another with your heart, 1 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, T] 
And act a brother's part. 

Then, lady, dread not here deceit, : 
Nor fear to ſuffer wron 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 1 

And brothers in the young, = H 

XXXI11, THE LAss or DEE, Z'Þ 


Now all the grove es, in verdure gay, | 
Are deck d to hail the ſpring; _ | 5 
@ur fleecy care ſecurely play, 


The birds melodions ng. | - 52.0 
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| Ye blooming maids, and jocund ſwains, 
| Aſſemble round this tree, 
the And join with me, in rutlic ſtrains, 
To praiſe the laſs of Dee, 
To praiſe, &c. 


While fragrant odours fill the air, 
We haſte to yonder grove ; 
And there, with rural ſports, prepare 
To hail her queen of love. 
Then come, ye nymphs and :ocund ſv ains, 
Aſſemble round t is tree, 


And join with me, in ruſtic trains, 
_ To praiſe the laſs of Dee. 


| Then, while ye tune the merry reed, 
We'll lead the dance with glee; 
Like graces on the queen of love, 
Our hearts from envy free; 
In ruſtic ſtrains, we'll ever prove, 
Aſſembled round this tree, | 
That nymptis with joy, and ſwains from love, 2 
All yu 'dthe laſs of Dee. 


xxxiv. 


How long ſhall hapleſs Colin mourn 
I be cold regard of Delia's eye? 
The heart whole only guilt is love, 
Can Delia' $ ſoftneſs doom to die! ? 


| Sweet is thy name to Colin's ear, 
hy beauties, ah! divinely bri ght 
In one ſhort hour, by Delia's ſide, 
I paſs whole ages of delight. 


Us: 
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Let tho” Ilov'd thee more than life, 


Not to diſpleaſe a crnel maid, 


My tongue forbare its fondeſt tale, 


And murmur'd in the diſtant ſhade. 


What 2 ſhepherd has thy ſmile, 


A blits for which I hourly pine? 
Some ſwain, perhaps, whoſe fertile vale, 
| Whoſe fleecy flocks are more than mine. 


Few are the valcs that Colin boaſts, 
And few the flocks thoſe vales that rove : 
I court not Delia's heart with wealth, 

A nobler bribe I offer —— Love. 


Yet, ſhould the virgin yield her hand, 
And, thoughtleſs, wed for wealth alone 
The act may make my boſom hleed, 
But ſurely cannot bleſs her own, 


XXXV. MARY OF THE DAI F. 


Tw as at the cool and fragrant hour, 
When evening fteals upon the iky, 
When lovers ſeek the ſilent bow'r, 


Young William taught the grove to figh ; 


His heav'nly form and beauteous air 
Were like the flow'ry vale, 

Vet did he figh, and all for love 

Ol Mary of the Dale, 


When o'er the mountain peeps the dawn, 
Oppreſs'd with grief he'd often ftray, 
O'er rifing hill and fertile lawn, 
To ſigh and weep his cares away: 


EY 
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Tho' he had charms to win each fair, 
That dwells within the vale, 

Yet did he figh, and all for love 
Of Mary of the Dale. 


The merry dance, the cheerful ſong, 
Could now no more a charm impart ; 
No more his hours glide ſmooth along, 
For grief lay heavy at his heart: = 
This cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, 
Was like the primroſe pale; 
Sſghing, he died, and all for lore 
— Mary of the Dale. 5 


XXXVI. 


Ous grotto was the ſureeteſt place! - 
The bending boughs, with fragrance blowing, 
Would check the brook's impetuous pace, 
Which murmur'd to be ſtopt from flowing. 
"Twas there we met, and gaz'd our fill; 


Ah! think on this, and lore me ſtill. 


'Twas then my boſom firſt knew fear, 
Fear to an Indian maid a ſtranger; 
The war-fong, arrows, hatchet, ſpear, 
___Allwarnd me of my lover's danger. 
For him did cares my boſom fill ; 
Ah! think on this, and love me ill, 


XXVII. 


cox e, come, my g 200d ſhepherds, our flocks we 
muſt ſhear,” 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear ; 
I he happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free, 
nd who are ſo guiltleſs, fo happy as we? 


— 
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We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught, 
We practiſe no arts with hypocrily fraught ; = 
What we think i in our hearts you may read in our S 


ey CS, K 
For, knowing no fal mood, we need no diſguiſe. i 1 
By mode and caprice are the city dames led, TH 


Nut we as the children of nature are bred ; 
By her hands alone we are painted and drcſs'd; 
For the roſes wilt bloom, when there's peace in the / 


breaſt. 
The giant, ambition, we never can A. 
Our roofs are tco low for ſo lofty ahead : _ ＋ 
Content and ſweet cheerfulneſs open our door; 4 
They ſmile with the fimple, and feed with the poor. W 
When lore has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal, 4 A) 


Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folks to o deceive and betray, 


XXXVILI.. THE BANKS or THE DEF, 


Tr was ſummer, ſo ſoftly the breezes were blowi ing, 
And ſweetly the nightingale ſung from a tree, | 
At the foot of the rock, where the river was fowivg, 

1 ſat myſelf down on the barks of the Dee. 


Flow on lovely Dee, flow on, thou ſweet river, 

Thy banks pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever, C 
Where I firſt gain'd the tender affection and favour 
Of Jemmy, the glory and pride of the Dee. 


But. now he's gone from me, and left me thus d 
mourning, 
To quell the proud rebels, ſo valiant is he ; 
And yet there's no hope of his ſpeedy returning. 
To wander cn on the banks of the Dee, 
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| He's gone, hapleſs youth, o'er the loud roaring 
billows, 1855 
The ſweeteſt and kindeſt of all his brave fellows, 
ur And has left me to mourn amongſt theſe once lo 
| willows, e 
Ihe lonelieſt maid on the banks of the Dee. 


ut time and my prayers may perhaps vet reſtore 

him, | „% Es, | 

Bleſt jqence may reſtore my dear ſnepherd to me; 

the And when he comes home with ſuch care III watch 
o er him, 


He never hail quit the ſweet banks of the Dee. 


The Dee than ſhall low, all its beauties diſplaying,. 
Ih be lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing, 
or. Whilſt I wita my Jemmy am careleſsly ftraying, 
And taſting again all the ſweets of the Dee. 


XXXIX. GUARDIAN ANGELS, 


GUuaRDIAN angels, now protect me, 
| Send to me the ſwain I love; 
Cupid, with thy bow direct me; 
ny Help me, all ye pow'rs above. 
_ Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 
wg, Say I love him to deſpair, 
Tell him, 'tis for him I grieve, 
| Say, 'tis for him alone I live, 
er, Oh! may my ſhepherd prove ſincere! 


Through the ſhady groves I'll wander, 
. Silent as the bird of night; | 
thus Near the brink of yonder fountain, 


birit Philander bleſt my fight; 
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Witneſs ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes repeat the vows he [wore 3 . 
Can he reject me:? 
Will he neglect me:! ? 


Oh! ſhall I never ſee him more ? 


Can he love, and yet forſake me, 


To admire a nymph more fair ? 
If 'tis fo, I'll wear the willow i 
And eſteem the happy pair; 
Some lonely cot ſhall be my dwelling, 
Nor mene the cares of H purſue; 
The lark and Fl. ilc mel 
Only ſhall hear me tell. 
What makes me bid the world adieu. 


"Co 


As 1 by a ſhady grove, 


I heard a linnet ling, 


| Whoſe ſweetly plaintive voice of love 


Proclaim'd the cheerfal ſpring. 


7 His pretty accents ſcem'd to flow 


As if he knew no pain; 


His downy throat he tun'd ſo ſweet, 


It echo'd o'er the plain. 


Ah! happy warbler (I reply d) 


Contented thus to 
Tis only harmony e 3 
Can be compar d to thee. 


"Thus perch'd upon the ſpray you Rand, | 


Ihe monarch of the ſhade; 


Ard even fip ambroſial ſweets, 


Tubat glow from every glad. 


„FE 33 


Did man polſcls but half thy bliſs, 
How joyful might he be! 

But man was never form'd for this, 
lis only joy for thee, 


Then farewell, pretty bird (I ſaid ), 
Purſue thy plaintive tale, 

And let thy tuneful accents ſpread _ 
All o'er the fragrant vale. 


XLIs HOW OFTEN MUST I ASE YEo 


Youxc Willy woo'd me long in rain, 
In ev'ry place he met me; 

Ah, do you love me? {aid the ſw ain, 
How often mult I aſk ye? 


I hardly could my love deny, 
For love him I did really. 

Why no, you fooliſh ſwain, ſaid I, 
How often muſt J tell ye! ? 


Ah, muſt I then avoid your view? 
Ah, muſt I always ſhun ve? 

Then tell me, O my deareſt Sue, 
How ofen muſt I aſk ye. 


At length he aſk'd my hand, and cried, 
Ah, deareſt, do you love me? | 
Why ves, ſaid I, and ſoftly figh'd, 
How often muſt 1 tell ye? | 


XIII. 


Tur hawthorn is ſweetly in bloom; 
And daiſies bedeck the gay mead, 
The roſe ſheds its richeſt pertume, 
And each love-rale of youth: muſt ſ uccecd. 
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Ah! w hy in this ſeaſon of joy, 
Ah! why 1s my ſhepherd away ? 
While abſent the ſeaſons but cloy, 
And vain is the fragrance of May. 


When forc'd from our plains to depar 
The ſwain was ſo gentle and kind; 
His ſighs ſpoke the pangs of his heart, 
To leave his poor Daphne behind: 

Yet why in this ſeaſon of joy, 
Ah! why does my Corydon ſtay? 
While * all ſeaſons muſt cloy, 
And loſt are the pleaſures of May. 


In rain I've collected each flower, 
With woodhine entwin'd every tree; 
In vain have bedeck'd the gay bower, 
Unleſs it is deck'd thus tor thee: 
'Then come, my dear Corydon, come, 
The fields and the meadows are gay; 
No joys can you find while you roam, 
. Like our plains when enliven'd by May . 


XLIIT. 


WHEN 8 comes, the ſwains on | Tweed 

Sing their ſucceſsful loves, | 

Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 

And muſie fills the groves: 

Rut myl ov'd ſong is then the broom, 
So fair on Cou den Knows; 

For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a broom 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 

Jo ſhepherd that e'er dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with halfſuch art: 
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He ſang of Tay, of Forth, and 3 
The hills and dales all l. 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-ſide; ; 

O how I bleſt the ſound! 


Yet more deli ä Ang of is the broom 
So fair on Cowden Knows, 
For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a broom 
| Elſewhere there never grows : 
Not Tiviot Braes fo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare ; 
Not Yarrow banks, in flow'ry May, 
Nor buſh aboon Traquair. 


More pleaſi "g far are Cowden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home, 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes 
At eve amon the broom. | 
Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed, and Tiviot flows, 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov d Cowden Knows! 


XLIV. 
Cu ARMING village-maid, | 
If thou wilt be mine, 
In gold and pearls array'd, 
All my wealth is thine; 
For gold i is droſs to me, 
Ev'n nature's beauties fade, 
If not enjoy'd with thee, 
My charming village-maid. 


Had I yon ſhepherd's care 
Yourlambs to feed and fold, 
The dog-itar's heat I'd bear, 
And winter's piercing cold: 
E 
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Or ſuch my lot ſhould be, 
At harrow, flail, or ſpade, 


Well pleas'd I'd toil for thee, 


My charming village-maid. 


This morn at early dawn, 
I had a hedge roſe wild, 

Its ſweets perfum'd the lawn, 
Tas ſportive nature's child: 

To grace my gay parterre, 
Tranſplanted from the glade, 


_ Sweetemblem of my fair, 


My charming village-maid. 


XI v. 


| To hear a ſweet goldfinch's ſonnet, 


This morning I put on my bonnet, 

But ſcarce im the meadow, pies on it! 
When the Captain appears in my view; 

I felt an odd ſort of ſenſation, _ 

My heart beat in ſtrange palpitation, 

I bluſh'd like a pink or carnation, 


| Whenſays he, My dear, how d'ye do ? 


The dickins, ſays I, here has popp'd him, 


I thought to ſlip by, but I ſtopp'd him, 
So my very beſt curtſy I dropt him; 


With an air then he took off his hat; 
He ſeem'd with my perſon enehanted, 


He ſqueez'd my hand, how my heart panted! 
He aſk'd for a kiſs, and I granted, 


And, pray now, what harm was in that? 


Says I, Sir, for what do you take me? 
He ſwore a fine lady he'd make me. 
No, demn him! he'd never forſake me, 


And then on his knee he ſtoop'd down; 
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His handkerchief, la! ſmelt ſo ſweetly, 
His whate teeth he ſhew'd ſo compleatly, 
He manag'd the matter ſo neatly, 

I ne&er can be kifs'd by a clown, 


XLVI, 


Tux virgin lily of the night, 
Aurora finds in tears; 

But ſoon, in coif of native white, 
Fler fragrant head ſhe rears: 
No longer droops, diſtreſs'd, forlorn, 

But freſh and blithe as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 
And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid ftreams of noble ſource, 
That miles in darkneſs flow, 
Emerging in their devious courſe, 
Tranſlucent beauties ſhow. | 
O'er gallen ſands they gently glide, 
 CUnrutiied with the gale, | 


Rei Ning heav'n with ſplendid pride, 


As rolling through the vale. 
en 
Wu v the roſy morn appearing, 
Paints with gold the verdant lawn, 
Bees on banks of thy me diſporting, 
Sip the ſweets, and hail the dawn. 
Warbling birds the day proclaiming, 
Carol ſweet the lively ftrain; 

They forſake their leafy dwelling, 
To ſecure the golden grain. 


* 
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See, content, the humble gleaner, 


Take the ſcatter'd ears that fall! | 1 
Nature, all her children viewing, = 
Kindly bounteous, cares for all. 1 1 
XLVIII, =, 

Wnex fairies dance round on the graſs, \ 


And revel to night's awful noon, | 
O ſay, will you meet me, ſweet laſs, |-1 
All by the clear light of the moon? 
My paſſion I ſeek not to ſcreen; 

Then can I refuſe you your boon ? 


I'll meet you at twelve on the green, 


All by the clear light of the moon. 
I'll meet you at twelve on the green, 


All by the clear light of the moon. 
The nightingale perch'd on a thorn, 


Then charms all the plains with her tune, 


And glad of the abſence of morn, 


Salutes the pale light of the moon ; 


Ho ſweet is the jeſſamine grove! 


And ſweet are the roſes of June ; 
But ſweeter the language of lore, . 
Breath'd forth by the light of the moon. 


 Butſweeter, &c. 


Too flow rolls the chariot of day, 
Unwilling to grant me my boon : 

Away, envious ſunthine! away, 

 Giveplace to the light of the moon: 

But ſay, will you never deceive | 
The laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon, | 

And leave a ſoft maiden to grieve | 1 
Alone by the light of the moon * 

And tare, &c. F 
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The planets ſhall ſtart from their ſpheres, 
Ere I prove fo fickle a loon; 
Believe me, I'll baniſh thy fears, 
Dear maid, by the light of the moon: 
Our loves when the ſhepherds ſhall view, 
Io us they their pipes ſhall attune, 
While we our ſoft pleaſures renew 
Each night by the light of the moon : 
While we our ſoft pleaſures renew, _ 
Each night by the light of the moon. 
411. 
Wurxx the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r 
And cowſlips adorn the gay green, 
The roſes, retreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene; 
Ihe roſes, refre{h'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene. 
In a cottage, retir'd there live 
Young Colin, and Phœbe the fair; 
The bleilings each other receive, 
In mutual enjoyment they ſhare; 
The bleſſings each other receive, 
In mutual enjoyment they ſhare. 
And the lads and the laſſes that Ewell on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Fkebe, and Colin her ſwain. 


The ſweets of conteatment iupply 
The ſplendor and grandeur of pride; 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 
Whiltt bleſt with his beautiful bride; 
No wants, &c. | 
Ile wiſhes no greater delight 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day, 


E 3 
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And return to his Phœbe at ni ight, 


E 
His innocent toil to repay; 

And return, &c. WM. 

And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, | 

hey re as conſtant as Colin, who lives in the dale, E 

If delighted her lover appears, | * 
The fair one partakes of his bliſs; 8 
1 dejected, ſhe — all his care, „ 
And heals all his pains with a kiſs; 1 

If dejected, &c. 


She deſpiſes the artful deceit, |. 

I har is practis'd in city and court; DE 

Thinks happineſs no where compleat, | 

But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort. 
Thinks happineſs, &c. 

And the lads tell the laſſes they die in deſpair, 


Unleſs they're as kind as is Phœbe the fair. 


Ye youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair one betray, 
No longer be fai thleſs in love, 
I he dictates of honour obey; 
No longer be faithleſs in love, 
le di ctates of honour obey: | 
Ye nympis, who with beauty are blef, | 
— virtue improve ev ry grace; 1 
e ckerms of the mind, w hen policſt, ; 
pot dignify thoſe of the face; ; 
and, ve lad: and ye laſſes, whom Ly men has join'd | 
Li ke Colin be corfant, like Phucbe be kind, 


b* 
1 
. 
> 
1 
1 


a 4 and wad MW. 


I 4 r == 


1. ö 


ond ber Sher 1s of late were fo bleſt, 

The far ny mpls were ſo happy and gay, 

hat each night they went ſaſely to reſt, | 
n 


And they mer! ſung thro! the day: 


Oe. a tt. are nt 
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Put ah! what a ſeene muſt appear! 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er? 


Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 


dale. 


Shall the dance on the green be no more? 


Muſt the flocks from their paſture be led ? 
Muft the herds go wild ftrayin abroad ? : 
Shall the looms be all ſtopt in each ſhed, | 
Aud the ſhips be all moor'd in each road 3 
Muſt the hearts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 

And ſhall Commerce grow fick of the tide? 
Muſt Religion expire on the ground, 

And ſhall Virtue fink down by her fide? ? 


85 


AT TxISs, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and kind, 
Has often declar' d I'm the nymph to his mind: 


I think he's fincere, and he will not deceive ; 


in'd, 


But they tell me a maid ſhould with caution beliex e. 


He brou ght me this roſe that you ſee in my breaſt; 


He begg d me to take it, and figh'd out the reſt: 


I cou'd not do leſs than the favour receive; 


And he thinks 1 it now ſweeter, I really believe. 985 


This flow ret, he ery'd, reads a leſſon to you: 
How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the view ! 


I would fade if not pluck d, as your ſenſe muſt 


conceive— _ 
I was forc'd to deny what I 7 believe. 


My flocks he attends; ;f they ſtray from the plain , 
Alexis 1s ſure ev'ry _ to regain; 


| Then begs, a dear kiſs for his labour 1˙ll give; 5 


And I ne er ſhall refuſe his, I really believe. 
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Me plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 
Jo read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe; 
And tells me ſweet ſtories from morning to eve; 
'Then he ſwears that he loves, which I really believe. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die ; 

But that was before I'd this ſwain in my eye : 
And as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 

With joy I ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


— = - 5 


111. 
No nymph that trips the verdant plains, 
With Sally can compare; 
She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair: 
The beams of Sol delight and chear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 


When from the Eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 
Her preſence bids the God of day 

With emulation glow : 

| Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 
The play ful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail their ſiſter fair. 


The lark but ſtrains his lirid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice, | 

And mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 

5 While Flora ſheds perfume, 

And ev'ry flowret ſeems to ſay, 


I but for * bloom. 


n 
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Ihe am'rous youth her charms proclaim, 
Ep, From morn to eve their tale: 


3 | Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
2 1 | 
3 Make vocal every vale; 


The ſtream meand' ring thro' the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 
And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Ils tun'd to Sally's praiſe. 
No more ſhall blithſome laſs and ſwain 
+ To mirthful wake reſort, | 
Nor ev'ry May-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport: 
No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 
Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When l forget tolove., 
"At DT 
To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fix'd paſſion, and 47 for in ſong: 
He went, one May morning, to meet in the grave, 
By herowndear appointment, this goddeſs of love : 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on each Can a lover do more? 


He waited, and waited; then, changing his ſtrain, 
'Twas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain! 
The ſun was commanded to hide kis dull light, 
And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd down- 
T was his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, [right: 
| But never to change Can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there ; 
No rofe-bud 10 tempting, no lily ſo fair: | 
le preſt her white hand—next her lips he eſſay d; 
Nor would ſhe deny him, fo civil the maid ; 
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Her kindlv compliance his peace did reſtore, 
And dear Amaryllis——was thought of no more. 


Bake 

ki. 5 
No more ve ſwains. no more upbraid And 
A youth, by love unhappy made; 2 A 
Your rural ſports are an vain, Whe 
'To ſoothe my care, or eaſe my pain. By 
Nor thade of trees, nor ſweets of flow'rs, O, t 
Can e'er redeem my happy hours; 3 
When eaſe forſakes the tortur'd mind, The 
What pleaſure can a lover find? | A 
| Yet, if again you wiſh to ſee 5 
Your Damon ſtill reftor'd and free, | 1 
Go try to move the cruel fair, Wh 
And gain the ſcornful Cælia's ear. \ 
But, oh! forbear with too much art 2 Od: 
To touch that dear relentleſs heart, > 4 

Left rivals to my fears ye prove, 

And jealouſy ſucceed to love. | 

ER BEST. i: Ya 
LV. 

Tur wood-lark whiſtles through the grove, | He 
Tuning the ſweeteſt notes of love . 1. 

To pleaſe his female on the ſpray; | bs 
Perch'd by his fide, her little breaſt He 
Swells with her lover's joy confeſt, at 
To hear, and to reward the lay. itt 
Come then, my fair one, let us prove 1 
From their example how to love; .4T 
For thee the early pipe I'll breathe ; £3 
And when my flock return to fold, * 
Their ſhepherd to thy boſom hold, — 


And crown him with the nuptial wreath, 


le. 


What merriment all the day long! 


'4 
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„ 


Wren the head of poor Tummas was broke 
By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 


And Kate was alarm'd at the ftroke, 


And wept for poor Tummas's ſake; 

When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 

And the liquor was charming and ſtout ; 

O, thoſe were the times to regale, 
And we footed it rarely about. 


Then our partners were buxom as does, 


And we all were as happy as kings; 
Each lad in his holiday cloaths, 
And the laſſes in all their beſt things: 


May the feaſt of our Colin prove ſuch ! 


 Odzooks! but Ill join in the ſong, 


And I'll hobble about with my crutch. 
Younc Strephon, a ſhepherd, the pride of the 
T plain VVUl 
Fach day is attempting my kindneſs to gain: 
Ile takes all occaſions his flame to renew; 
I always reply, that his courting won't do. 


He ſpares no rich preſents to make me more kind, 
And exhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of his mind: 

| I fay, I'm engag'd, and I wiſh him to go; 

He aſks me ſo oft, till I rudely ſay, No. 


To Thyrſis, laſt Valentine's day, the dear youth, 
I tell him I plighted my faith and my truth; 
| That wealth, cannot peace and contentment beſtow, 


And my heart is another's, ſo beg he will go. 


| | 
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That love is not purchas'd with titles and gold, 
And the heart that is honeſt can never be fold; | 
That I figh not for grandeur, but look down on 
| NOW; | 
And to Thyrſis muſt haften, nor anſwer him No. | 0 
+ He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, | 
If his ſuit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies: F 
He gives me his hand, and would force me to go, 
I pity his ſuff ring, but boldly ſay, No. 
I try to avoid him, in hopes of ſweet peace; T 
He haunts me each moment to make me ſay, Ves: 
But to-morrow, ye fair-ones, with Thyrſis [ 0; 


And truſt me, at church, that I will not ſay, No. A 
ue”, Ou 
Tno' his paſſion, in ſilence, the youth would 8. 
| —_—_ “ùiU 5 Be 
What his tongue would not utter, his eyes ſtill reveal; 
And by ſoft ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 3 R 


That they are the tell-tales of Celadon's love. 


To the grove, or the green, to the dance, or the fair, 
Wherever I $0, my blithe ſhepherd is there; . 
I know the fond youth by his bluſh and his ſmile, 
And ſurely ſuch looks were not made to beguile. 3 


Tho' indiff rent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 

He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love | 
If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee, 7 
Tho' his words are to her, yet his looks are to me. As 


When ke ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in fear [hear: 1 
He ſhould ſay what I dread, and yet wiſh moſt to 


An 


Should he mention his love, tho* my pride would | No 
5 II 


| deny, ET Ow | 
Myheart whiſpers, Celia, fond Celia, comply. 
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Tux ſhepherd's, plain life, 
Without guilt, without ſtrife, 

| Can only true bleſſings i _—_ 
As nature directs, 
That bliſs he expects 

From health, and from quiet of heart. 


> | Vain grandeur and pow'r, 
| Thoſe joys of an "ah 
Tho mortals are toiling to find; 
es a | Can titles or ſhow 
Contentment beſtow? 
All happineſs dwells in the mind, 


Behold the gay roſe, 
1d How lovely it grows, 
uid Secure in the depth of the vale! 
_ Yon oak, that on high 
Aſpires to the ſky, 
Both lighning and tempeſts 8 


Then let us the ſnare 
airs Ot ambition beware, 
That ſource of vexation and ſ mart ; 
„ And ſport on the glade, 
| Or repoſe in the ſhade, _ 
With health and with quiet of heart. 


3 


on 


me, As J went o'er the 1 no "Do the day, 

A ſhepherd I met who came tripping that way; 

rar: I was going to fair all ſo bonny and gay, 
And heaſk'd me to let him go with me there; 

1 No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, I ſwear ; : 
' Vil buy you a fairing to oh in 2 your hair, 


'F 
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You've a good way to go, it is more than a mile; 


We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon ſtile: 
I've a ſtory to tell, that will charm you the while. 
To go with him farther I did not much care; 
But ſtill I went on. ſuſpecting a ſnare; 

For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair. 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he could: 
T threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good; 


For I'd notfor the world he ſhould dare to be rude. 
Young Roger had'promis'd, and balk'd me laſt year: 


If he ſhould do ſo, I would go no more there, 


Tho' I long'de'er ſo much for a gift from the fair, 


When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be ſaid no; 
| He preſs'd my ſoft lips, as if there he would grow; 
(Take care how that way with a ſhepherd you go.) 
Confounded I ran, when I found out his ſnare: 
No ribband, I cry'd, from ſuch hands will I wear, © 


Nor go, while I live, for a gift to the fair, 


EXt.. 


Faon the man whom ] love tho my heart I dif. 


uiſe, | 
I will freely deſcribe you the wretch I deſpiſe ; 


And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ftraw, | 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw, 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, - 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw, 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 


Like a parrot he chatters, and itruts like a crow: 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon; 


In courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 
A peacock, &c. 


Hon oe 2 


Fach nymph be like the bluſking morn, 


A d 51 


As a vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox; 


| nconſtant as wares, and unfeeling as rock 8: 
&. 


As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog; 
In miſchief an ape, and in lawning a dog. 
As a tvger, &c. 


In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 


His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather : 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, | 


| nd will ſure take the hint from the picture 1 draw 


LXI 1. 


Ar1sr, ſweet meſſenger of morn, 
With thy mild beams this: le adorn, 
For, long as ſhepherds pipe and play, 
This, a ſhall be a holiday, _ 


See! morn appear; a roſy hue 
Steals ſoft v'er yonder ortent blue; 
Well are we met in trim array, 


To frolic out this holiday. 


That gaily brightens 0 er the lawn; 


Each ſnepherd, like the ſun be gay, 
And grateful keep this holiday. 


Lit. 


Francis the fie; s of ey ry kind, 
The -% Jow 1s el "le, — 
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- My 155 alinda's tro 
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Here hyacinthus, ting'd with blood, 
n purple beautv glows ; ; 

There, burſting from the ſu elling bud, 
Appears the bluſhing roſe, 
Appears the bluthing roſe. 


Here violets of purple hue, 


Chaſte lilies white as ſnow, 
Narcifſuſes that drink the dew, 
And near the fountain blow, 
And near the fountain blow. 


To boaſt thy charms when crown'd with thoſe, 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous maid ! 


Thy face, that blooms ſo like the roſe, 


Like that, alas ! will fade, 
Like that, alas ! will fade. 


LXIV. MAY EVE; on, KATE OF ABERDEEN, 


Tae filver moon's enamour d beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 


To wanton with the winding ſtream » 


And kiſs reflected light: 


' To courts be gone! heart-ſoothing lleep, 


Where you've ſo ſeldom been; 


Wilſt I May's wakeful vigilk cep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The ny mphs and ſwains expeRtant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, | 


Till morn unbars her golden gate, 


And gives the Þcommis 'd May : 


The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare = 


The proinis d May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
:\s *. ate of Abe deen herds 


W 


EN, 


PASTORALS, 


| In tune my pipe to playful notes, 


And rouſe von nodding grove, 


Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 


And hail the maid I love. 


At her approach the lark miſtakes, 


And quits the dew-dreſs'd green ; | 


| Fond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks, 


Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


. Now blithſome o'er the dewy mea. d, 


Where elves diſportive vlay, 


The feſtal dance oung ſhepherds lead, 


Or ſing their lo ve- tun d lay, 


Till May in morning robe d raws nigh, 


And claims a virgin- queen: 


The ny mphs and ſwains cxulting cry, 


© Here' $ Kate of Aberdeen.” 


KX. JENNY or THE cnr-x 


WIL x others rip the new-fail'n ſnows, 
And fecal its fragrance from the roſe, 


To dreſs their fancy's queen; 


| Fain would I ſing, but words are faint; 
All muſic's powers too weak to paint 


My Jenny of che Green. 


Peneath this elm, beſide the fiream, 


How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeen | 

While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, 

The wind would murmur ſoft applauſe 
To Jenny of the Green. 


wich; joy my ſoul reviews the day, 
When, deck'd in all the pride of May, 
She hail'd the ſylv an ſcene; 


CS : 


83 


54 THE SHEPHERD'S PASTIME. 


Then ev v'ry y nymph, that hop'd to pleaſe, 
Firſt trove to catch the grace ard eaſ: 
Of Jenny of the Green, 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's s ſigh, 

On me ſhe caſt her partial eye, 

Nor ſcorn'd my humble mien; 

The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 

That day adorn'd the lovely hair 
Of Jenny of the Green, 


Through all the fairy land of love 
I'll feek my pretty wand'ring dove, 
I) he pride of gay fifteen ; 
Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant plain, 
Though far apart, I'll meet again 
My Jenny of the Green. 


But thou, old Time, till that bleſo d night 

That brings her back with ſpeedy flight, 
Melt down the hours between; 

And when we meet, the loſs repay, 

On loit'ring wing prolong my ſtay 


With Jenny of the Greens 


'Lxv To 


Has r, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair, 
To ſoft Elyſian gales; | 
From ſmoke to ſmiling ſkies repair, | 
And ſun-illumin' 47 ales; 
No ſighs, no murmurs, dan the grove, 


But bleſſings crown tlie plains; . 


& : ft wt of 


Here calm Contentment: heavy? n-born maid, TEE 


And Peace, the cherub, reigns, 


T 33 


O come! for thee the roſes bloom, 

Ihe deep carnation grows; 

| For thee ſweet vi'lets breathe perfume, 

| The white-rob'd lily blows; 

For thee their ſtreams the Naiads roll, 

Ik)hhe daiſied hills are gay, 

Where (emblems of Amelia's ſoul) 
The ſpotleſs lambkins play. 


From valz to vale the Zephyrs rove, 
To rob th' unfolding flow'rs ; 
And muſic melts in ex'ry grove, 
Io charm thy rural hours; 
The warbling lark, high pois'd in air, 
Exerting all his pride, 
Will ſtrive to pleaſe Amelia fair, 
Who pleaſes all beſide. & 


LXVII. 


I ToLD my nymph, I told her true, 

My f:clds were ſmall, my flocks were few; 
While falt' ring accents ſpoke my fear, 

' That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of crops deftroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold, 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
And was not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friend I lov'd became unkind, 

She heard, and hed a gen'rous tear; 

And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs. 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. 


— Ü UU TR 


— — — — — 
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Vr warblors, while Strephon I mourn, 


Whilſt ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead 


What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
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Go ſear your flocks, ve jov:al ſwains; 


Go reap the plenty of your plains; F. 
Deſpoil's d of all which you revere, | 

I know my Flavia's love's lincere. [Mi 

1K VIII. * * 

* 


To cheer me, your harmony bring 
Unleſs, ſince my ſhepherd is gone, 

You ceaſe, like poor PhiÞis, to ſing: 
Each flower decline: its ſœeet head, 

Nor odcurs around me will throw, 


. 


Scems kindly to pity my woe. 


| Each rural amuſement I try 


In vain to reſtore my patt eaſe ; 


Has no loſt the power to pleaſe: 


Ve ſeaſons that brighten the grove, 


Not long for your abſence we mourn; 
But Strephon negletts me and love, 
He roves, and wil never return. 


As gay as the foring is my dear, 


And feet as all flowers combin'd ; 
His ſmiles like the ſummer can tes. 
Ah! why then, like winter, unkind ? 


Unkind he is not, i can prove, 


But tender to others can be; 


To Celia and Chloe makes love, 


And only is cruel to me. 


FF 37 
LXIX. LOVE'S ELEGY. 


Fan EZwTLI, Tanthe, faithlefs maid, 

| Source of my grief and pain; 

Who with fond hopes my heart betray'd, 
And fann'd love's kindling flame; 

Vet gave from me thy hand, this morn, 
To Corydou's rich heir, 

Who with gay veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous fair. 


Adieu, my native ſoil; ye vales, 
High woods, and tufted hills; 
Adieu, ye groves and flow'ry dales, 

Clear ſtreams and cryſtal rills: 
Adieu! ye bring into my mind 

Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, 
When Iphis found Ianthe kind, 

And pleaſure ftrew'd his ways. 


Ere dawn my homely ſteps I'll bend, 
Where diſtant mountains riſc, 
In hopes that reaſon there may fend 
That aid ſhe here denies; ' © - 
That time and abſence may efface 
Her image from my breaft, 5 
Which, whilſt ſne there maintains a place, 
Can never taſte of reſt, 


LXX. 


You xc Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight; 
He's never unhappy when I'm in his ſight; 
He wants to be with me wherever I go; 
he deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 
he deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 
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His pleaſure all day is to fit li my fide; 
He pipes and he ſings, tho' ] trown and I chide: 
I hid him depart; but he. ſmiling, ſays, No 


"The deuce ſure is in him for plag uing me lo, 
Ihe deuce, &c. 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve; 
I aſk him, what favour he hopes to receive? 
His anſwer's a hgh, while in bluſhes I glow : 


What mortal befide him would plague a maid ſo? 
What mortal, &c. 


Thisbreaſt-knot he veſterday brou gut from the wake 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his ſake: 
Such trifles 'tis eaſy enough to heftow; _ 


I ſure deſerve more for his Plaguing me ſo, 
1 ſure, &c. 


Ile hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And _ ts me each morn to conduct me again; 

| But what's his intention I wiſh I could kao s, 

For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him To, ; 
For I'd ratt: er be marry d thar plagu 'd with ui im 1 ſo. 


vou xd jociey he cond cet Mogg 5 fair; ; 
The aſs ihe © as Joy eln, the iwain ebend r; : 
They huge e, und they cuddled, and talk d wick 
5 thei: FE ©: 

And look d, as ©: !orers do, wonderful wiſe, 


A fortnight vas s ſpenc r dear Moggy came too; 
(For maiders a dec- Sey! ep v nen che; Woo: * 
At length fhe conſe ated. aad wade hin 1 vow! 
And ocke y he gave, for a a jointure, his co. 


0 
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They pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the Ctr, 

| Still kiſing and fondling untill they came there: 
They call'd on the parſon, and by him were wet : 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed. 


| They ſtaid there a week, as the neighbours all fy, 
And none were ſo happy, and gameſome, as they: 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind, 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


, Surpris'd at this treatment, ſhe cry d, Gaffer Jock, 
Pray what is the reaſon that Moggy you mock ? 
Quoth he, Gooſe, come on! why you now are my 
bride; „ i 
And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling aſide. 


He took home his Moggy, good couduct to learn, 

Who bruth'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd tlie 
old barn; | 77 I 

They laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 

And now live as man and wife uſually do. 


ake 


Grexrr. gales, in pity bear 
Muy ſighs, my tender ighs away: 
To my cruel Strephon's ear, 

| All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Near ſome moſſy fountain's fide, 
Or on ſome verdant bank reclin d, 
th Where bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, 
24 You will the dear deluder find. 
Gentle gales, &c. He 


Tell the falſe one, how I mourn, 
Tell him all my pains and woes; 
Tell, ah! tell him to return, 
And bring my wounded heart repoſc. 
Gentle gales, &c. 


And haſten away to the plain, 


While ſhepherds attend with their reeds, 


To welcome my love and her ſwain: 


The lark is exalted in air, 


Ihe linnet fings perch'd on the ſpray ; 


Our lambs ſtand in need of our care, 
Then let us not lengthen delay. 


VWhat pleaſures I feel with my dear, | 


While gameſome young lambs are at ſport, 
Exceed the delight of a peer, 
That ſhines with ſuch grandeur at court : 


When Colin and Strephon go by, 


I hey form a diſguiſe for a while; i 
They ſee how I'm bleſt with a ſigh, 


But envy forbids them to ſmile. 


Let courtiers of liberty prate, 
T' enjoy it take infinite pains: . 


Rut liberty's primitive ſtate 


Ts only enjoy'd on the plains : 


With Phyllis I rove to and fro, 5 
With her my gay minutes are ſpent; 
Twas Phyllis firſt taught me to know, 


That happineſs flows from content. 


LXXIV. 


Wren vapours o'er the meadows die, 
And morning ſtreaks the purple ſky, _ 
I wake to love with jocund glee, 
Io think on him who dotes on me. 


When eve embrows the verdant grove, 


And Philomel laments her love; 
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LXXIII. THE HAPPY SHEPHERD, 


Wirn Phyllis I'll trip o'er the meads, 


I < 


5 
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Each figh I Ereathe my love reveals, 
And tells the pangs my boſom feels. 


With ſecret pleaſure I ſu urvey 

The frolic birds in am'rous play: 
While fondeſt cares my heart employ, 
Which flutters, leaps, and beats tor j joy. 


L XXV. ; 


War late a ni ruſtic laſs 
I cov'd without conftraint, 
A ſtream was all my looking-glaſs, 
And health my only paint. 


+ The charms I boaſt, alas! how few, 

I gave to nature's care; a 
As vice ne'er ſpoil'd their native hue, 

They could not want repair. 


LXXVI. 


As Thycfs reclin'd by her fide he lord beſt, 


Wich a ſigh, her ſoft hand to his boſom he preſt, 


While his paſſion he breath'd in the grove; 

« As the bird to his neſt ſtill returns for repoſe, 
As back to its fountain the conſtant ſtream flows, 
So true and unchang'd 15 my love. 


« Tf eer this heart roves, or revolts from its chains, 
May Ceres in rage quit the vallies and you, 
May Pan his protection deny! | 
In vain would young Phillis 2nd Laura be kind: 
On the lips of another no rapture I find; 
With thee as I've Id, ſo Il die.“ 


= 
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More {till had he ſwore, but the queen of the May, 
Young Jenny the wanton, by chance, tript that var, 
And ſought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade. : 
Wich ſorrow, young lovers, I tell the fond tale, 
The laſs was alluring, the ſhepherd was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry vow he had made, 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 

In form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, | 

Of ſhepherds the envy and pride: 

Ahl! blame not the maid, if, o'ercome by his truth, 
Her hand, and her heart, ſhe beſtow'd on the youth, 

And the next morn beheld her kis bride, 


Learn rather from Sylvia's example, ye fair, 

That a pleaſing revenge ſhall take place of deſpair; 
Give ſorrow and care to thewind: 

If faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true; 

If falſe, ſeek redreſs in a lover that's new, 

And pay each inconſtant in kind, 


LXXVII. THE ACCIDENT. 


As t'other day milking I fat in the vale, 

Young Damon came up, to addreſs his ſoft tale, 

So ſudden, I ſtarted, and gave him a frown ; 

For he frighted my cow, and my milk was kick d 
down. 


Lord bleſs me! ſays I, what a deuce can you mean, 
Jo come thus upon me, unthought- of, unſeen ! 
I ne'er will approve of the love you pretend; 
For, as miſchief began, perhaps miſchief may end, 


T little thought now he'd his paſſion advance; 

But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance : 

He begg'd a kind kiſs, which I gave him, I vow ; 
And I laid, my own felf, all the fault on my cow. 


I by: by 2 
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lay, $ 


Way, | 


V. 
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Flow many ways love can the boſom invade! 
His bate proved too ſtrong, alas! for a maid : 
He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at; 
But I thought it was belt to ſay nothing of that. 


I flutter all over whene'er he comes nigh; 
For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhould ſurely com ly; 
And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itſelf tells, 


Tho he wy down my milk, or does * —_ elſe. 


LXXVIII. 


SURE Saly is the lovelieſt laſs 
That e'er gave ſhepherd glee ; 


Not May-day, in its morning-dreſs, 


Is half ſo fair as ſhe : 

Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 
And fancy form'd adore; 

Ye bards, bad ye my Sally ſeen, 
' You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey ſip, 

Did you but know the ſweets that dwell | 
On Sally's love-taught lip : 

But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, | 
The ripe temptation ſhun ; 


Or elſe like me you'll wear her chains, 


Like me you'll be undone. '_ 5 


Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, 


And lark-like hail'4 the morn ; 2 


More ſportive than the kids I kept, 


I wanton'd o'er the lawn: 


To ev'ry waid love-tales I told, 


And did my truth aver; 
Yet ere the parting kiſs was cold | 
I laugh'd at love and =—_ ͤ 
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But now the gloomy erove I ſeek, 

Where love-lorn ſhepherds ſtray ; 

There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
And ſigh my ſoul away: 

Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 


No dawn of hope I ſee; 


For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, 


And laughs at love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 


So late my only care, 
Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 
And ſtray d I know not where: 
Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat 
My lambkins loſt, alien ! | 
No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too. 


LXXIX, 


Yo v tell me I'm handſome, (I know not how true) 


And eaſy, and chatty, and good-humour'd too: 


That my lips are as red as the roſe-bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly in tune: 


All this has been told me by twenty before; 


But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more, 
But he that would v in me, muſt flatter me more. 


If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 
Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I! 


Muy eaſe and good humour ſhort raptures will bring; 


My voice, I:ke the nightingale's, knows but a ſpring: 
For charms Fuch as theſe then your praiſes give o'er; 
To love me for lite, you muſt love me (till more. 


To love me, &c. 


PASTORALS. 2 


Then talk not to me of a ſhape, o- an air; 


For Chloe the wanton can rival me there: 

*Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour asTun-ſhine the day 
For that if you love me, your flame mar be oe, | 


And 1, in my turn, may be taught to love too, 


And I, in my turn, may be taught to lore too. 


LXXX. 


Wuar med cine can ſoften the boſom's keen ſmart 
What Lethe can baniſh the pain? 

What cure can be met with to ſooth the fond heart 
That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain? 


In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 
Ihe ſports oi the wake and the green! 


When Colin is dancing, I ſay with a Goh, 


"Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingales moan, 


In accents ſo piercing and clear; 
You ſing not ſo ſweetly, 1 cry, with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. 


A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 


And pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove; 


| For there, to her coſt, was poor Laura betray d, 


And Damon pretended to love. 
LXXXI. THE POWER OF NATURE, 


Wrtae virtue encircles the fair, 
There lilies and roſes are vain ; 


Each bloſſom muſt drop with deſpair, 


Where innocence takes up her reign : 
G 2 
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No gaudy embelliſhing arts 

1 he fair-one nerd call to her aid, 
Who kindly by nature imparts 

'The graces that nature has made. 


The ſwain who has ſenſe, muſt deſpiſe 
Fach coquettiſh art to enſnare; 
If timely ye'd wiſh to be wiſe, 
Attend to my counſel, ye fair : 
Let virgins whom nature has bleſt, 
Her ſovereign dictates obey ; 
For heauties by nature expreſt 
Are beauties that never decay. 


1 XXXII. 


No ſhepherd was like Shes gay, 
No ſu ain to me ſo dear; 

"Twas rapture all the live- long day 
His ſong, his pipe, to hear, 
Vis ſong, bis pipe, to hear. 

Yet when he ſigh'd, and talk'd of lore, 
His paſſion I'd forbid ; 5 

For what I felt to hide I ſtrove ; 
Upon my word I did, 
Upon my word I did. 


The ſpring, when nature wakes to youth, 
And looks all life and joy, 

| The ſummer's ſun, ſaw Strephon's truth, 

| 5 Saw Chloe ſtill was coy, 

N 0 _ Saw Chloe, &c. 

„ At length he vow 4. Thou cruel his.” 

BY Diſdain my heart has freed: 

He ſpoke, and left me in deſpair ; 

Upon my word he did, 

Upon, &c, 


He 


Fr 
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How ſad, how penitent was I! 

My pride has caus'd my pain: 
From morn to evel us'd to {igh, 

C.! Strephon, come again, 
Oh! Strephon, &c. 

It chanc'd, he ſought a tender lamb, 
That in the grove lay hid; 

When, thoughtleſs, there 1 breath' d his name; 
Upon my word I did, 
Upon, &. 


Surpriz'd, my well-known voice to hear, 
In Cad of ſoft delight, 

With eager ſteps the youth drew near, 
And met my raptur d ſight, 
And met, &C. 

No pow'r had 1, all art was vain, 

--- I Strephon to get rid ; | 

My panting heart confeſs d the fixain ; . 

Upon my word it did, 

Upon, Ke. 


O nymph, he cry'd, whoſe eyes to meet, 

My Foul with joy o'erflows! 

The bee, that roves from ſweet to ſweet, 
Like me, prefers the roſe, 

Like me, &c. 

Ye maids, with whom I've tripp d the green, 
Let other youths ſucceed ; 

My Chloe welcom'd me again ; 
Upon my word ſhe did, 

Upon, &c. 


While bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my cheek, 
My hand with warmth he preſt; 

O! 3 he ſigh'd, my Chloe, ſpeak, 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt ? 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt ? 
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Ah! who tbat lov'd fo well, fo long, 
The ſhepherd could have chid ? 

| Perhaps you think I held my — 
Upon my word 1 did, 
Upon my word 1 did. 


LXXxXIII. CHARMING BESSY, 


Assist me, all ye tuneful nine, 


Wich numbers ſoft and witty ; 


To Belly I inſcribe the line, 


Then raiſe my humble ditty : 
To Zeſſy I inſcibe the line, 
Then raiſe my humble ditty. 


Catch, catch, ve groves, the am Tous ſons ; j 


And, as ye waft the ſound along, 
Attend, ye liſt ning ſylvan chrong, 
To praiſe my charming Belly, 

My lovely, charming Bey. 


Jet others ſing the cruel fair, 


Who glories in undoing, 


And proudly bids the wretch A 


Rejoicing in his ruin, 

And proudly, cc. 
Such haughty tyrants I deteſt; 
And let me ſcorn them, while 1 reſt | 


Upon thy gently-ſwelling breaſt, 


My lovely, charming Belly, 
My lovely, &c. 


The rofe I'll pluck to deck her head, 


The vilet and the panſy: 

The cowilip' too ſhall quit the mea l, 
To aid my am'rous fancy; 
The cow flip, &c. 
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Ve frugrant ſiſters of the ſpring, 

ho hed your ſweets on Zeph\ r's wing, 
Around my fair your odours fling, 
Around my charming Beſſy, 

Around, & . 


When er'ning dapples o'er the Kies, 

I be fun no longer burning, 

Methinks I ſee before my eyes 

Thy well known form returning. 
Methinks, &c. 

On hill or dale, by wood or ſtream, 

Thou art alone my conſtant theme, 

My waking wiſh, my morning dream, 

Thou lovely, charming Beſſy, 

Thou lovely, charming Beſſy. 


LXXXIV., AMANDA, 


Bu the dew-befprinkled roſe; 

By the blackbird piping clear ; 

By the weſtern gale, that blows 
Fragrance on the vernal year; 

Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 

| Nor let him longer ſigh in vain : 
Hear, &c. „ 


By the cowſlip, clad in gold; 
By the filver lily's light; 
By thoſe meade, where you behold 
Nature rob'd in green and white ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, | 
And to his fighs, oh! ſigh again; 
Hear, &c. 5 e 


* 
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By the ri let's rambling ra race: 
By the muſic that it makes: 
By bright Sol's inverted face, 


Who for the ſtream his {ky forſakes ; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 


And into joy convert his pain : 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
And into joy convert his pain. 


XXV. THE QUEEN OF MAY. 


Ev'nv nymph and ſhepherd, bring 


Tributes to the queen of May : 


Rifle for her brows the ſpring ; 


Make her as the ſeaſon gay, 
Make her as the ſeaſon gay. i 
Teach her then, from ev'ry flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting hour : 


Teach her then, from ev'ry flow'r, 


How to uſe, &c. 


Now the fair Nareiſſus blows, 
Vith his ſweetneſs now delights ; 


By his fide, the maiden roſe _ 
* ith her artleſs bluſh invites, 
With her, &c. | 

Such, ſo fragrant, and ſo gay, 

Is the blooming queen of "oy 1 5 

Such, ſo fragrant, &e. 


Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, | 
Soon he droop his languid head; 

From the roſe her purple flies, 
Nene inv ting to her bed, 
obs, &. 


re R_ by 
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Such, tho' now ſo ſweet and gay, 
Soon ſhall be the queen of May; 
Sauch, tho' now, &c. 
Tho' thou art a rural queen, 
By the ſuffrage of the ſwains, 
Beauty, like the vernal green, 
In thy ſhrine not long remains, 

In thy ſhrine not long remains. 
Bleſs, then, quickly, bleſs the youth, 
Who deſerves thy love and truth; 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the youth, 

Who deſerves thy love and truth, 
Wha deſerves thy love and truth. 


IXXXVI. COLIN AND PHILLIS. 
A PASTORAL DIALOGUE, 
Colin. 


Hark! hark! o'er the plains what glad tumults 
N J 5 | 
How gay all the nymphs and the ſhepherds appear! 
With myrtles and rofes new deck'd are the bow'rs, 
And every buſh bears a garland of flow'rs, © 
I can't, for my lite, what it means underſtand ; 
There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand; 
Not harveſt nor ſheep-ſhearing now can take place: 
„ „„ Pullis eners. 
But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſe. 
| Phallis. | > 

The truth, honeſt lad !—why ſurely you know 
What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Where gallant young Thyrſis, fo fam'd and ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the ſiſter of Corin our lord; | 
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That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good-nature, and eaſe 
All fancies can ftrike, and all judgments can pleaſe; ; 
That Corin—but praiſe mult the matter give o'er; 
You | know what he is — and I need ſay no more. 


Colin. 


Voung Thyrſis too claims all that honour can lend, 


His countrymen's glory, their champion and f riend, _ 


'Tho' ſuch flight memorials ſcarce ſpeak his deſerts; 
And, truſt me, his name is engrav'd on their hearts, 


Phillis. 


Pur hence, to the bridal, behold how they throng! 
Kach ſhepherd conducting his ſweetheart along: 
The joyous occaſion all nature inſpires | 
W ith tender aces, and cheerful defires. 


Duetto. 


Ye pow'rs rs, that o'er r conjugal ut uuion n preſi ide, 
All- gracious look down on the brideg room and 
bride, 

'That beauty, and virtue, and valour may ſhine 
In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line: 
Let honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them thro' numerous days; 
And, while in a palace fate fixes their lot. 

Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot! 


LXXXVII, 


Wen firſt I ſaw my Delia's face, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry bloom and grace 
That love and youth could bring : 
Such ſweetneſs too, in all her form, 
I thought her oe celeſtial born, 
A nd took Eer lor the ſpring. 
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aſe Fach day a charm was added more, 
{c; Muſic and language ſwell'd the tore, 
er; With all the force of reaſon; 
And yet ſo frolic, and ſo gay, 
Deck d with the op'ning ſweets of May, 
She look'd the 1 ſeaſon. 


N | Admiring crowds around her preſs; 

"ts. But none the happy He could gueſs, 

my Unwiſh'd, her beauties caught 'em : 

I urg'd my paſſion in her ear; 

Of love, ſhe ſaid, ſhe could not hear; 
And yet ſeem'd ripe as Autumn. 


The roſe not gather'd in its prime, 
Will fade and fall in little time; 
So I began to hint t' her : 
Her cheeks confeſs d a Summer's glow, 
But ah! her breaſt of driven ſnow, | 
Conceals a heart of Winter. | 
and LXXXVIII, AMORET AND PHILL18, 
. Amoret. 5 
SweeT Phillis, well met, 
The ſun is juſt ſet, 
To yon myrtle grove let's repair ; 
All nature's at reſt, 
And none to moleſt ; | 
I've ſomething to ſay to my fair, 
_ Phillis, 
No, no, ſubtle ſwain, 
_ Entreaties are vain, 
Perſuade me to go, you ne'er ſhall ; 
Night draws on apace, 
J muſt quit the place, 
The dew is beginning ” fall, 
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Amo ret. 


Believe me, coy maid, 

By honour I'm ſway'd, 
No fears need your boſom alarm : 

The oak and the pine 

Their leaves kindly j join, 


To ſhelter Love's vot'ries from harm, 


Phillis, 


Your arts I deſpiſe, 
My virtue J prize; 
'Tho' poor, I am richer than thoſe 
Who, loſt to all ſhame, 
Will barter their fame 
For e of gold and fine clothes. 


Amoret. 


Vou do me much wrong; 
Such thoughts ne'er belong 
To the noble and gen'rous breaſt : 

I meant but to know, 


If Phillis would go, 


_ And let Hymen make Amoret bel. 


Phillis. 5 


If what you now ſay, 
Vour heart don't betray, 


It gives me much pleaſure to find 


My Amoret ſtill 
A ſtranger to ill, 


And for wedlock's ſoft bondage inclin d. 


e ny ee 


＋ = 
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Nea the fide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, 
A free-hearted fello attends on his mill; 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his 
And honeſty gives e en to aukwardneſs grace: [ face, 
Beflour'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at night, he's as bleſt as a king: 
After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill 

Of liquor home- brew d, to ſucceſs of the mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to * induſtry paid: | 
His conſcience 1s free, and his income is clear, 
And he values not them of ten thouſand a year; 
He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote: 

At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat: | 
Hie hates your proud placemen ; and, do what they 

will, „„ RK 

They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieft, 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt; 
That the Spaniards ſhall ne er interrupt our free trade, 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſid ies paid: - 
He fears the French navy and commerce 1ncreaſe, 
And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have peace: 
Tho' Old England, he knows, may have ſtrength, 
and have ſkill | | 
To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 
And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 


Or with the Riff plough turns up furrows of clay : | 
H 5 
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His harveſt is crown'd with a good Englifh glee, 


| That his country may ever be happy and free: 


With his hand and his heart to King George does 


he fill : 
May all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill! 
„ . 
RECITATIVE, 


How gentle was my Damon's air ! 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 

His voice was like the nightingale's, _ 

More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 

How hard ſuch beauties to refign ! 

And yet that cruel taſk is mine, 
How hard, &. | 


AIR. 


On ev' ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme: 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain ; 
The hills, &c. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled ; 
Groves, flocks and fountains pleaſe no more; 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 
All nature does my lots deplore : 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon ffill L ſeek in vain ; 
All, all, &c. 1 


Ore} 
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XCI., LOVE AND AFFECTION, 


WU EN youth mature to manhood grew, 
Soon beauty touch'd my heart, 

From vein to vein love's lightning flew, 
With pleaſing, painful ſmart : 

My boſom dear content forſook, 

And ſooth'd the ſoft dejection; 

The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 

Prov'd Love and ſweet Affection. 


Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 
What could a ſhepherd do ? 


And to ſubmit to ſad deſpair, 


Was not the way to woo. 

At length I told the lovely maid, 
I hop d ſhe'd no objection 

To talk (While round her lambkins play'd ) 
Of Love and ſweet Affection. 


A bluſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck'd, 
A bluſh devoid of guile, | 

And what from me can you expect? 
She anſwer'd with a ſmile, 


How many nymphs have been betray'd, 


Through want of calm reflection! 
Then don't my peace of mind invade 


"0 W ith Love and ſweet Affection.“ | 


Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In wedlock's bands let's join; 

My kids, my kine, my herds, my cot, 
My ſoul itſelf is thine. 


10 charck I led the charming fair, 


To Hymen's kind protection; 


And now hte's deareſt joys we ſhare, 


With Love and ſweet Affection. Hg 
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xci1. THE SKY-LARK, 


Go, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way ; 

And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 

And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And it ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong ; 
Tell her, the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 

But aſk the lovely, partial maid, 5 
What are his notes, compar'd to thine? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 5 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


XCIIq. 


BaearHe ſoft, ye winds ; be calm, ye ſkies; 
Ariſe, ye flow'ry race, ariſe; _ 
Ye ſilver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, 5 

Call forth a bloomy waſte of flow'rs. | 


The fragrant roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 
Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt ; 


Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, ; 


The flow'r molt ſweet, the nymph moſt fair. 
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Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour 

To reſiſt the tender dart; 

For examples move us never ; 

We muſt feel, to know the ſmart. 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And dur beauties ſets to view; 

Vanity, her aid ſupplying, 
_ Bids us think tis all our due, 

Bids us think 'tis all our due. 


Softer than the vernal breezes 
Is the mild, deceitful ſtrain; 
Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes, 
_ Flatt ry never ſues in vain; 
But, too ſoon, the happy lover 
Does our tend'reſt hopes decetve : 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman to believe, 
Fooliſh woman to believe. 


XCV. THE JOYS OF HARVEST. 


Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the plains, 
And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and ſwains, 
As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 

And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong : 
Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 
Bleak Winter's approach they behold without fear, 
And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for more. 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe every moment of life as it flies: [prove 
Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all muſt im- 
For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love. 
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Our hearts then a pror ident care ſhould engage, ps 
To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the Winter of age, > 
Whoſe frov-ns ſhall diſarm even Chloe's bright eye, * 
S 
Damp the flame in my boſom, and pall ev'ry joy. 7 
| S] 
XCVI. 

CV — 
Leer the tempeſt of war 0 


Be heard from afar, „ 
With trumpets' and cannons' alarm: 
Leet the brave if they will, 
Dy their valour or kill, 
Seek honour and conqueſt in arms: 


To live ſafe and retire, 
Is what I defire, 
Of my flocks and my Chloe bent: 
For in them Jobtain 
True peace without pain, 
And the laſting enjoyment of reſt. 


In ſome cottage or cell, 
Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 
From all interruption at eaſe ; 
In a peaceable life, 
To be bleſt with a wife, 
Who will ſcudy her huſband | to pleaſe, 


XCvIL, " THE NON-?AREILLE, 


Tr nymph that I lov'd was as cheerful as day, 

And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in May; 
Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove, 

And her face was as fair as the mother's of love; 
Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 

And receives gentle odours irom flow'ry beds ; 

Yet warm in affection as Pheebus at noon, 

And as chaſte as the filver-white beams of the moon. 
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Her mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n ſnow, 

And as lively as tints from young Iris his bow; 

As clear as the ſtream, and as deep as the flood; 

She, tho' witty, was wiſe ; and cho beautiful, good; 

The ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 

She cull d as the bee does the bloom of each flow'r, 

Which, treaſur'd for me, O! how happy was I! 
For tho' her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy! 


XCVII1I., 


Ir thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r 
Preſs not the gay and ſtately bed; 
The new-mown hay and breathing ſſow'r 


A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread. 


If thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 
Soothe not their taſte with wanton art; 
They take what nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a cheerful heart. 
If thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 
No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt ; 
With wholeſome cups they cheer the ſoul, 
And crown them with the village toaſt. 
If choſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 
Dancing on the daiſy'd ground, 
Flave not the ſplendor of a court ; 
Vet love adorns the merry round. 


XCIX. THE SHEPHERD AND SHEPHERDES8+ 
A CANTATA, | 
Shepherd. 'RECITATIVE. 


ur morning's freſhneſs calls me forth, 
To view creation crown the earth. 
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AIX. 


Come, my Lucy, come away, 
Share with me this fun- ſhine day; 
5.reets of May make nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away. 


Sh:pherd:ſs, RECITATIVE, 
Ah! help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, 
I'm ſtung this moment by a bee. 
Shepherd. AIR. 
If you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a pain, 
Taea think what you give to a true- loving ſwain, 


When ſcornful you fly from his pray'rs : 
A bee's ſingle ſting but a little while ſmarts, 


But wounds for years feſter in fond ſhepherd's hearts, 


When laſſes will give themſelves airs. 
She phie rd, . 


- A! ſhepherd, ah! ſhepherd, mankind like the bee, 


Fly buzzing about ev'ry beauty they fee ; 
And when the believing fool'd maid, 


0 ercome by their arts, feels the force of love's ting ; : 
| At once, like the bee, the ſhepherd takes w ing, 
And laughing he leaves her betray 'd. 


Shepherd. 
Then fix me at once for the reſt of my life, 
And from ſhepherd and laſs, let us be man and wife. 
Shepherdefs. ; AIR, 


RECITATIVE. 


Maids well ſhould beware, ere to that they enz 
Thoſe in haſte to be marry'd, at leiſure repent ; 
Me ſhould look ere We leap, tis a lott'ry for . 


Wböbere the blanks are all drawn by a man and his 


wite. 


The 


But 


An 


8 
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Shepherd. 


Thoſe who wed for mere wealth ſuch misfortunes f 

may prove, 1 

But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for love; 1 

And ** friendſhip's the prize in the lott' ry for ö 

ite, 

We ſhall ſtand the beſt chance when we're made 
man and wife. 


Shepherdeſs. | - \ 


Shall I liberty leave, and ſubmit to be rul'd ? 

To my children a ſlave, by my huſband be tool'd ? 
The day ſpent in trouble, the night waſte in ſtri fe? 
This is often the change from a maid to a wife, _ 


Shepherd, 


We a wife take, tis s ſaid, eer for better or worſe ; z 
Marriage therefore is either a bleſſing or curſe; 
Let us thew, by example, the bleſſings of life 
Can only be found in a man and his wiſe. 


Shef 1 | 


But ſee the ſun ſetting the clouds ſkirt with gol, 
And nibbling flocks Ang, — to their fold © 
Leet us homeward repair- 


Both. 


— | _ 5 And ond dae ſtrife, 
And to-morrow, my dear, we 1 be made man and 
wife. : 
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c. ARNO'S VALE. 


Wu here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his filver ſtream, 

How briſk the nymph, the ſwains now gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural lay: 


The birds in livelier concert ſung, _ 
'The grapes in thicker cluſters * 1 

All look'd as joy could never fail 
Among the ſweets of Arno's vale. 


But fince the good Palemon dy'd, 
The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place ; 
To northern men, and 1ron race : 
The taſte of pleaſure now is oer; 
Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail; 
Adieu the ſweets of Arno's vale! 


Cl. THE SEASON or LOVE. 


BRIeHT Sol is returned, the Winter is o'er, 
His all-cheering beams do nature reſtore; 

The cowſlip and daiſy, the vi'let and roſe, _ 
| Each garden, each orchard, does fragrance diſcloſe 
The birds' cheerful notes are heard in each grove, 

All nature confeſſes the Seaſon of Love. 


The nymphs and the ſhepherds come tripping amain, 
All haften to join in the ſports of the plain; _ 
Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, 

The face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmile ; 

The heart that's fincere in affection, may prove 
All nature's force the Seaſon of Love. 


n, 
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0 come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 
Our friends that expect us, accuſe our delay; 
Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin; 


II ſtrive, for my ſhepherd, the garland to win. 


But ſee his approach, whom my heart does approve, 
Who makes ev'ry hour the Seaſon of Love. 


C11. 


Count then, come, ye ſportive ſwains; 
Hither, jocund nymphs, advance; | 
O'er the ſmooth enamell'd green 
Lead along the ruſtic dance. 
Come, your grateful tributes pay, 
Hail the roſy morn of May. 


Now again the riſing year 
Calls us forth to mirth and joy ; 
Pining grief, nor ſordid care, 
Shall our feſtive rites annoy. 
Swell then, ſwell the cheerful lay, 
Hail the roſy morn of May. | 


CI, 


Wirtn the man that I love, was I deſtin'd to dwell, 


On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; | 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 

Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire 

To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire ; 


I yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 


Inſenſible creatures! tis all they can taſte, 
| ITS 


Hills 3 cad re og — — : 
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CIV, 


T. 

How happy were my days till now! Lc 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel; N 
With joy I roſe to milk my cow, O! 
Or take my 5 Py 
My heart was lighter than a fly, R 

L Likeany bird [I ſung, T 
Till he pretended love, and I A 


Believ'd his flatt ring tongue. 


O the fool! the filly, filly fool, 


That truſts what man may be ! 
I wiſh I was a maid again, 
And in my own country . 


cv. Hor E. 


Horz! t ! thou nurſe of young defire, 


Fairy promiſer of joy, 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp' rate ſweet that ne'er can cloy ; 


Hope! thou ns of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 


Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 


Sureſt friend the wretched find: 


Kind FIR Wer flatter ſtill; 


Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
AA. in wiſhes make me bleſt. 
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CVI. SHEEPSHEARING, 


To ſheep-ſhear, my boys! pipe and tabor ſtrike up: 
Let's not loſe a moment, briſk, puſh round the cup: 
Our wool is all hous d, and our toll is all oer, 
Our — are well ſtock' d, now we'll dance on the 
oor. | 
Come, neighbours! with hearts and with voices in 
Rejoice at our feſtival ſheep-ſhear in June; ſtune, 
Take each a full jug, drink ſucceſs to the fleece, 
And only with day-light let merriment ceaſe, 


Cvil. ACIS AND GALATEA, 


Tux flocks ſhall leave the mountains, 
The woods the turtle dove, 
The nymyhs forſake the fountains, 
Ere I forſake my love. | 
Torture! fury! rage! deſpair : 
I cannot, cannot, cannot bear, 


Not ſhow'rs to larks more pleaſing, 
Nor ſun- ſhine to the bee; 
Not ſleep to toil ſo eaſing, 
As theſe dear ſmiles to me. 
Fly ſwitt, thou maſſy ruin, fly: 
Die, preſumptious Acis, die! 


WAE x Phœbus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn! 
When the antling ſtag is rous'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground; 

And thinks he has left us behind on the plain; 
But ſtill we purſue, 1 
BY 
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And now come in view of the glorious game: 

O ſee how again he rears up his head; 

And, winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpect ! 

But oh! tis in vain, 'tis in vain, that he flies, 

That his eyes loſe the huntimen, his ears loſe the 

cries: 

For now his ſtrength ſails him, he heavily flies, 
And he pants, till with well-ſcented hounds ſur- 

: rounded he dies. | 


CIX. 

How ſleep the brave who fink to reſt, 
By all their country's wiſhes bleſt! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 

Returns to deck their hallow'd mold, 


| She there ſhall dreſs a ſweeter ſod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 


By fairy hands their knell is rung ; 

By forms unſeen their dirge is ſung ; 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 
Io bleſs the turf that wraps their clay; 

And Freedom ſhall awhile repair, 
To dwella weeping hermit there! 


CX. 


Hark ! the hollow woods reſoundirg 

Echo to the hunter's cry: 

Hark ! how all the vales ſurrounding | 
To his cheering voice reply! 


Now, ſo ſwift, o'er hills aſpiring, 
le purſues the gay delight: 
' Diſtant woods and plains, retiring, 
Seem to vaniſh from his fight. 
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Flying ſtill, and till purſuing, 
See the fox, the hounds, the men! 
Cunning cannot fave from ruin! 
Far trom refuge, wocd, and den. 


Now they kill him—tomeward hie them, 
For a jovial night s repaſt; 
Thus no ſorrow e er comes nigh them; 
Health continues to the laſt. 


CXI SUMMER. 


Ware the murm'ring river flows, 
Where the weeping willows Play; 3 
We enjoy a cool repoſe, 

From the buſy glare of day. 


Summer's heat diſturbs the breaſt; 
The paſſions ſhould be calm and ſtill: 
Ev'ry thought is lull'd to reſt, 

* the fiveetly tinklin grill. 


CX11, To A NIGTTINCALE. 


Poon melancholy bird, that all night long 
Tell'ſt to the moon thy tale of tender woe; 
From what ſad cauſecan ſuch ſweet ſorrow flow, 
And whence this mournful melody of fong?. 
Thy poet's muſing fancy would tranſlate 

What mean the ſounds that ſwell thy little breaſt, 

When ſtill at dewy eve thou leay' it thy neſt, 

Thus to the liſtening night to ſing thy fate, 


| pale Sorrow's victims wert thou once: among, 
Tho' now releas d in wocdlands wild to rove, 

Or haſt thou felt from friends ſome cruel wrong, 
Or W thou martyr of diſaſtrous love? 


13 


90 THE SHEPHERD's PASTIME. 


Ahl ſongftreſs ſad ! that ſuch my lot might be, 
To ſigh and ſing at liberty—like thee! | 


CXItI. TO THE SOUTH-DOWNS. 


An, hills belov'd! where once an happy child, 

Vour beechen ſhades, your tack your flowers 
I yove your blue-bells into garlands wild, [among, 
And woke your echoes with my artleſs ſong ! 


Ah, hills beloved! your turf, your flowers remain; 

hut can they peace to this ſad breaſt reſtore, 

For one poor moment ſoothe the ſenſe of pain, 
And teach a breaking heart to throb no more ? 


And you, Aruna! in the vale below, 
As to the ſea your limpid waves you bear, 
Can you one kind Lethean cup beſtow, 

Io drink a long oblivion to my care? 
Ah, no !—when all, e'en hope's laſt ray is gone, 
There's no oblivion—but in death alone! 


cxiv. 
Wnexr weeping yews and nodding cypreſs wave | 
In awful gloom, around thy moſly grave, | 

Let 3 and ſhepherds yearly tribute bring, 

And ſtrew the earlieſt vi' lets of the ſpring. . 
Let fairy- footſteps trace the midnight round, 
And guard from ey'ry ill the hallow'd ground; 
There drooping Love and Friendſhip oft appear, 35 
And Virtue greets thi ne aſnes with a tear. 


 CXV. THE BUD OF THE ROSE» 


Hz R mouth, with a ſmile 
Devoid of all guile, 
Half open to view 
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5 the bud of the „ 
In the morning that blows, 
Impearl'd with the dew. 


More fragrant her breath 
Than the flow'r-ſcented heath 
At the dawning of day ; 

The hawthorn in bloom, 
The lily's perfume, © 
Or the bloſſoms of May. 


| xvi. 


Ye rivers ſo limpid and clear, 
Who reflect, as in cadence you flow, 


All the beauties that vary the year, 


All theflow'rs on your margins that 1.“ FE” 


How bleſt on your banks could I dwe 


Were Meliſſa the pleaſure to ſhare, 
And teach your ſweet echoes to tel! 
With what fondneſs I dcat on the Fair! 


1 WW that wave in the breeze 


As far as the view can extend! 


Ve mountains, umbrageous with trees, 


Whoſe tops ſo majeſtic aſcend ! 


Your landſcape what joy to ſurvey, 


Were Meliſſa wtih me to admure | 
Then the harveſt would glitter, how gay! 
How majeſtic the mountains aſpire 


In > ax regret whilſt I rove, 
he fragrance of flow'rs to inhale; 
Or watch from the paſtures and grove, 
Each muſic that for ats on the gale ; i 


To] 
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Alas! the deluſion how vain ! 
Nor odours nor harmony pleaſe 
A heart agonizing with pain, 
Which tries ev ry poſture for caſe, 


If anxious to flatter my woes, 


Or the languor of abſence eb cherer, 


_ Ter breath I would catch in the roſe, 


Or her voice in the nightingale hear. 
To cheat my deſpair of its prey, 

What object her charms can aflume ? 
How harſh is the | nightingale s lay! 

How infipid ihe roſe's perfume ! 


Ye zephyrs that viſit my Fair, 
Ye ſun-beams around her that play, 


Does her ſympathy dwell on my care? 


Does ſhe number the hours of my ſtay ? 
Firft periſh ambition and wealth, 
Firſt periſh all elſe that is dear, 
Ere one ſigh ſhould eſcape her by ſtealth, 
Ere my abſence ſhould coſt her one tear, 


When, when ſhall her beauties once more 
This deſolate boſom ſurpriſe ; 

Ye Fates! the bleſt moments reſtore 
When I baſk'd in the beams of her eyes; 


When, with ſweet emulation of heart, 


Our kindneſs we ſtruggled to ſnow; 


But the more that we ftrove to unpart, 


We felt it more ardently glow. 


exv11. 


As near a weeping ſpring reclin'd, 
The beauteous Araminta pin'd, 


And n a falſe ungrateful youth ; 
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While dy ing echoes caught the ſound, 
| And ſpread the ſoft complaints around 
Ot broken vows and alter'd truth ;; _ 


An aged ſhepherd heard her moan, 
And thus in pity's kindeſt tone 
Addreſs'd the loſt, deſpairing maid : 
* Ceaſe, ceaſe, unhappy Fair, to grieve; 
For ſounds, tho' ſweet, can ne'er relieve 


A breaking heart by love betray'd. 


Why ſhouldf thou waſte ſuch precious ſhow'rs, 
That fall like dew on wither'd flow'rs, 
But dying paſſion ne er reſtor dꝰ 
In Beauty's empire is no mean 
And women, either ſlave or queen, 
Is quickly ſcorn'd when not ador'd. 


© Thoſe liquid pearls from either eye, 
Which might an Eaſtern empire buy, 
Unvalued here and fruitleſs fall; 
No art the ſeaſon can renew | 
Whea love was young, and Damon true, 
No tears a wand'ring heart recal. 


| © Ceaſe, ceaſe, to grieve; thy tears are vain, 
Should thoſe fair orbs in drops of rain 
Vie with a weeping ſouthern ſky: 
For hearts o'ercome with love and grief 
All nature yields but one relief; 
Die, hapleſs Araminta, die! 


XVII.. HOPE. 


Hopes, thou ſource of ev'ry bleſſing, | 
Parent of each joy divine ! | 
Ev'ry balmy ſweet poſſeſſing, 
Ex'ry promis'd bliſs be thine. 
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Softeſt friend to ban felt anguiſh, 

Lend, O! lend thy pow'rtul aid ; 
Bid the lover ceaſe to languiſh, 

_ Cheer the fond Gefpairing maid. 


CXIX. THR ROSE. 


Rrsr, beauteous flow' r, and bloom anew, 
To court my paſling love ; 
_ Glow in his eye with brighter hue, 
And all thy form improve, 


And while thy balmy odours ſteal, 

_ To meet his equal breath, 

Let thy ſoft bluſh, for mine, reveal 
TY imprinted kiſs beneath. 


| cxx. 


Warns the load zephyr thro' the woodbine plays, 
And wakes ſweet fragrance in the mantling bow'r, 

Near to that grove my lor ely bridegroom ftays 

Ilmqmpatient— for tis paſt the promis'd hour. 


Lend me thy light, O ever-ſparkling ſtar! 
Bright Heſper! in thy glowing pomp array d, 

Look down, look down, fr om thy all-glorious car, 

And beam protection on a wand ring maid. 


'Tisto eſcape the penetrating 9 
And paſs unnotic'd from malignant fight, 
This dreary watte, full reſolute, I try, 
And truſt my tootiteps to the ſhades of night, 


'The moon has ſlipt beliind an envious cloud ; 
Her ſmiles, ſo gracious, I no longer view: 
Let her remain behind that envious throud, 


My hopes, bright Heſperus! depend on you. 


Sz 
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No rancour ever reach'd my harmleſs breaſt ; 
I hurt no birds, nor rob the buſtling bee: 


Hear then what Love and Innocence requeſt, 


And ſhed your kindeſt influence on me. 


* T hee Venus loves---Firſt twinkler of the ſi y. 


Thou art her ſtar in golden radiance gay: 


On my diſtreſſes caſt a pity ing eye, 
Aſſiſt me- for, alas! I've loſt my way. 


1 the darling of my ſoul---my love! 


Expreſſion can't the mighty rapture tell: 
He leads me to the boſom of the 2 | | 
Thanks, gentle ftar---kind Heſperus, farewell. 


CxXXI. 


Abit v to the village delights, 
Which lately my fancy enjoy'd! 

No longer the country invites; 

I To me all its pleaſures are void. 

Adieu, thou ſweet health- breathing hill! 
Thou canſt not my comfort reſtore: 

For ever adieu, my dear vill ! | 
My Lucy, alas! is no more. 


She, ſhe was the cure of my pain, 
My bleſſing, my honour, my pride: 
She ne'er gave me cauſe to complain, 
Iiill that fatal day when ſhe died. 
Her eyes, that ſo beautiful ſhone, 
Are cloſed for ever infleep; _ 
And mine, ſince my Lucy is gone, 
Have nothing to do but to weep. 
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Could my tears the bright angel reſtore, 
Like a fountain, they never ſhould ceaie; 
But Lucy, alas! is no more, 
And I am a ſtranger to peace. 
Let me copy, with fervour devout, 
The virtues that glow'd in her heart; 
Then ſoon, when life's ſand is run out, 
We ſhall meet again, never to part. 


: cxxII. THE COTTAGER's Ws 11. 


WHERE the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall 

With my Fair-one as blooming as May, ſtrees, 

Undiſturb'd by all ſound but the fighs of the breeze, 
Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. 


When the Sun, leſs intenſe, to the weſtward inclines, 


For the meadows the groves we l forſake, 
And ſee the rays dance, as inverted he ſhines 
On the face of ſome river or lake : 


Where my Faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs, 
( For tis ſhe that muſt till be my theme) 

Our ſhadows may view on the watery glaſs, 

While the fiſh are at play in the ſtream. 


May the herds ceaſe to low, and the Iambkins to 

| When ſhe fings me ſome amorous ſtrain ; | bleat, 

All be filent and huſh' d, unleſs echo repeat Te 
The kind words and ſweet ſound back again! 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering ftray, 


Let the Moon's ſilver beams through the leaves gire 


us light, 
Toft direct. us. and chequer our wav. 
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Vet the nightingale warble its notes in our walk, 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move; 


And let no ſingle thought be expreſs'd i in our talk, 


But of friendſhip improv'd 1 into love. 


Thus enchanted each day with theſe rural delights, 


And ſecure from ambition's alarms, 
Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morning ſhall riſe with new charms, 


CXXNIIIL THE INVITATION. 


| Tax noon-tide ſun the fields had gilded o'er, 


And drain'd the dew-drops with his fervid 
To crop the herbage © attle had forbore, [ beams; 
And ſought refreſhment from the ſhaded ſtreams ; 


The glowing void around was all ſerene, 
And filence exercis'd a loneſome ſway ; 

Save where the whiſp'ring graſs hoppers, unſeen, 
Enjoy'd with eeſlaſy the golden day: 


When to a fragrant my rtle-grove withdrew 
The fond Palemon---hapleſs ſhepherd ſwain! 


| His languid limbs upon the ground he threw, 


And in theſe artleſs lays expreſsꝰd his pain: 


0 Muſt I, devoid of hope, for ever pine, 


The deftin'd prey of unrelenting love? 


[O Amaryllis! can a breaſt like thine 


So kind ard gentle---yet ſo cruel prove ? ? 


« What though my coffers hide no precious ore, : 
Nor gilded canopies o'erhang my head? . 


With Amaryllis I requeſt no more; 


Yon cot my palace---and my court, this ſhade. 
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« But ſee, my love, to heighten our delight, 

The ſcented ſhrubs their flow'rets fair diſplay : 
The jeſſamines, in ſparkling beauty bright, 

Pour forth freſh fragrance on the ſmiling day. 


© The myrtle alſo, and the laurel, join'd 

With ev'ry ſhining flow'r that decks the grove, 
In curious wreathings artfully entwin'd, 
Shall form a charming garland for my love. 


* And when the ruddy Sun deſcends the ſkies, 
To yield his empire to the ftarry train; 
When ev'ning's gale in ſofteſt murmur ſighs, 
And drops of dew impearl the ſhadowy plain: 


Then, hand in hand, we'll hie us to the ſhade, 
Together on the verdant bank recline; 
While chaſte defires our ardent fouls pervade; _ 
And thou doſt gaze---and ſigh, and call me thine. | 


Where roams my fancy ?'----"Tis a dream, fond 
For Amaryllis ſcorns thy rural ſtore: [ſwain! 
She bids thee languiſh in unpitied pain, 
And never taſte the ſweets of comfort more. 


c xxiv. THE COMPLAINT, 


Wu once I with Phillida ſtray'd 
Where rivers run murmuring by, 

J heard the ſoft vows that ſhe maid : 
What ſwain was ſo happy as I? 
My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, 
For my wealth by her kiſſes I told; 

I thought myſelf richer by far 

'Than he that had mountains of gold. 
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But now I am poor and undone, _ 
Her vows have prov'd empty and vain; 
The kifles I once thought my own | 
Are beſtow'd on a tappier ſwain: 
But ceaſe, gentle ſhepherd, to deem 
That her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falſe as a midſummer dream, 
As fickle as midſummer dew. 


O Phillis ! ſo fickle and fair, | 
Why did you my love then approve ? 
Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro' deſpair _ 
I ſoon had forgotten to love; 5 
You ſmiFd, and your ſmiles were ſo ſweet, 
| You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind, 
I could not ſuſpe& the deceit, 
But gave my looſe ſails to the wind. 


When tempeſts the occan deform, 
And billows ſo mountainous roar, 
The pilot, ſecur'd from the ſtorm, 
__ Neeer ventures his bark from the ſhore ; 
As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, 

And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, 
lis art he too credulous tries, | 
And, failing, is ſhipwreck'd like me. 


CXXV. CANZONET. 


| For tenderneſs framed in life's earlieſt day, 
A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way: 
The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 

| And, ere words were my own, I ſpoke in a ſigh. 


The ni e plunder'd, the mate-widow'd dove, 
| The warble 


complaint of the ſuffering grove, 
To youth as it ripen'd gave ſentiment new, 


| The object ill changing, the ſympathy true. K 2 
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Sott embers of paſiion yet reſt in the glow--- 

A warmth cf more pain may this breaſt never knou! 
Or, it too indulent the blefting I claim, _ 

Let the ſpark drop from reaſon that wal:ens the 
| flame. | ; 


C XXII. THE SEDUCED FAIR: 


Su came from the hills of the weſt ; 
A ſmile of conteatment ſhe wore ; 
Her heart was a garden of reſt ; 
Put, ah! the ſweet ſeaſon is o'er. 


How oft, by the fireams in the wood, 
Delighted, ſhe'd ramble and rove! 
And, while ſhe ſtood marking the flood, 

Would tune up a ſtanza of love. 


In rural diverſion and play, 
The Summers glid ſmoothly along; 
And her Winters paſs'd briſkly away, 
Cheer'd up with a tale or a ſong. 


At length a deſtroyer came by, 
A youth of more perſon than parts, 
Well ſkill'd in the arts of the eye, 
The conqueſt and havock of hearts. 


He led her by fountains and ſtreams, 
He woo'd her with ſonnets and books; 
le told her his tales and his dreams, 
And mark'd their effect in her looks. 


Ile led her by midnight to roam, 
Where ſpirits and ſpectres affright; 
Vor paſſions increaſe with the gloom, 

And caution expires with the light. 
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| At length, like a roſe fo the ſpray, 
Like a lily juſt pluck'd from the ſtem, 
She droop'd and the faded away, 


Thrown by and neglected like them. 
XVII. THE CLOSE OF SPRING. 


Tur garlands fade, that Spring ſo lately wove; 
Each ſimple flow 'r which ſhe had nurs'd in dew ; 
Ancinonies, that ſpaagled every grove, 
The primroſe wan, and hare-bell mildly blue. 


No more ſhall vi'lets linger in the dell, 
Or purple orchis variegate the plain 
Till Spring again ſhall call forth ev'ry bell, 
And dreſs with humid hands her wreaths; again. 


Ah, poor humanity !—ſo frail, ſo fair 


Are the fond viſions of thy early day; 


| F ill tyrant Paſſions, and corroſive Care, 


Bid all thy fairy colours fade away. 


Another May new buds and flo vir ſhall bein, 
| Ablwhy has happineſs no ſecond L iprnng * 3 


cxxvIII. | HARVEST-HOME, 


War cheerful ſounds ſalute our ears i 
And echo oer the lawn! 
Behold! the loaded car appears, 

In joy ful triumph drawn. 
The nymphs and {wains, a jovial band, 
Still ſhouting as they come, 
With ruſtic inftruments in hand, 

Proclaim the harveſt-home. 
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The golden ſheaves, pil'd - þ on hugh, 
Within the bara are ftor' 

The careful hind, with ſceret | joy 
Exulting, views his hoard. 

His labour paſt, he counts his gains; 
And, fceed from anxious care, 

His cas are broach'd ; the ſun-burnt ſu a: 
Flis rural plenty ſhare. 


In dance and ſong the night i is ſpent; 


All ply the flowing bowl ; 
And jeſts and harmleſs merrimen: 
Expand the artleſs ſoul. 
Young Colin whiſpers Roſalind, 
Who {till reap'd by his fide; 


And plights his troth, if ſhe prove kind, 


To take her for his bride, 


For joys like theſe, through cling. Wear. 


Their toilſome taſk they tend: 
The hind ſucceſſive labours bears, 
In proſpect of the end; | 


In Spring, or Winter, ſows his ſeed, 


Marures or tills the ſoil : 
In Summer, various cares ſucceed ; 
Pit harveſt crowns his toll. 


l. To TIIE SOUTHERN CALES, 


Ye 88 Gates, that ever 5 


W 


In frolic April's vernal train, 
ho, as ye ſkim along the iky, 
Dip your light pinions in the main ; 


Then ſhake them, fraught with genial ou“ 
O'er blooming Flora's primroſe owe 
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Now ceaſe awhile your wanton ſport, 
Now drive each threat'ning cloud away; 


Then to the flow'ry vale reſort, 


And hither all its ſweets convey ; 


And ever as ye dance along, 


With ſofteſt murmurs aid my ſong. 


C XXX. DAMON AND FLAVIA, 


Near a ſmooth river's lonely ſide, 


Where tuneful Naiads genily glide, 
A ſecret grotto ſtands; . 
Within a rock's hard boſom made, 
Ilid in the gloom of awful ſhade ; 
The work of Nature's hands. 


This Gyeet retreat, that once had been 
Of joy and love the choſen ſcene, 
Poor injured Flavia fought: 
But—to complain of Damon's vow 85 
' here made and broke —ſhe choſe it now _ 
With rage and ſorrow fraught. 


The hollow rock, where ſhe reclin d, 
She thought was like falſe Damon's mind ; 
His dark defign—the ſhade : 
The deep ſmooth ftream—his tempting face; 
Its ſound—his tongue's deluding grace, 
That won, and that betray c. 


Damon, one evening as he ſtray'd, 

Jo meet ſome other tender maid, 
O'erheard her mournful plaint ; 

Her ſighs, and tears, and ſoft deſpair 

Infected all the neighbouring air, 
And forc'd him to relent,. 
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And now ſhe thinks, 18 Damon's kind, 


The ſteady rock ſtili like his mind; 
His love—the friendly ſhade; 
The clear ſmooth ftream—his lovely face; 


Its ſoothing ſound—the tongue's ſoit grace, 


'That all her woes repaid, 


No more be fear'd, then, Fortune's powers! 


* Tis Fancy all our bliſs devo; ars, 
„Or gives content, we find. 

„Men may be happy, it they pleaſe ; 

«© We are ourſelves our own diſcaſe; 3 
The fault is in the mind.“ 


enn. 


Abit u, ye ſtreams, that imoothly flow; 
Ye vernal airs, that ſoftly blow; 

Ve plains, by blooming $; PrIr.g arrav'd : 
Ye birds, that warble tlicoug!: the ſad ef 


Unhurt from you my ſou! could fx, 


Nor drop one tear, nor heave one ſi gh; 
But, forc'd from Delia's charms to part, 
All joy deſerts my drooping heart. 


Ol fairer than the dewy morn, 


When flowers the verdant fields adorn; . 


Unſullied as the genial ray 


'That warms the balmy breeze of \ ay; 


Thy charms divinely b: 1ght appear, 


And add new ſplen our to the year; 
Improve the day with freſh delight, 


And 570 with joy th e dreary n night. 


F AST WH ALS 


CXXXIIs AN NA. 


Brow, blow, thou Summer's breeze, 
O gently fan the trees 

That form yon fragrant bow'r ; 
Where Anna, lovelieſt maid ! 
On Nature's carpet laid, 
_ Enjoys the ev'ning hour. 


Hence, hence, ye objects foul, 
Ihhe beetle, bat, and owl, 

The hagworm, newt, and toad; 
But fairy elves, unſeen, 
May gambol o'er the green, 
And circle her abode. 


Shed, ſhed the ſweeteſt beams, 
In party-colour'd ſtreams, 
Thou fount of heat and light: 
No, no ; withdraw thy ray ; 
Her eyes diffuſe a day | 
As kind, as warm, as bright. 


Breathe, breathe thy incenſe, May ; 

Ye flow'rs, your homage pay 
To one more fair and ſweet : 

Ye op'ning roſe-buds, ned 

Your fragrance round her head ; 
Ye lilies, kiſs her feet. 


Flow, flow, thou cryſtal rill 
With tinkling gurgles fill 
The mazes of the grove: 5 
And ſhould thy murm'ring ſtream 
invite my love to dream, 
O may ſhe dream of lor 
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Sing, fing, ye feather'd choir, 
And melt to fond deſire 
Her too obdurate breaſt : 
Ihen, in that tender hour, 
i { [1 ſteal into the bow'r, 
And teach her to be bleſt. 


CXXXIII, HOPE, 


Still, ſtill on Hope relies: 


Ard ev'ry pang that rends the heart 
Bids Expectation rife. 


Adcrns end cheers the way; 
And Will, as darker grows the right, 
Linits a brighter ray. 


C xxxIv. 


Tus U.-leſs bird, from eve to morn, 
Renc s her vluintive ſtrain ; 
Preſſes her bo{..m to the th vn, 
And courts th' '+ p wing in. 


Zut, ah! how vain the“ il ſong, 
To wake the voci: ir; | 
With paſſion tremblin 2 on the tongue, 
And i in the hcart de tpair! 


cxxxv. THE ENAMOURED FAIR» 


An ! why muft words my fame reveal? 
Why ed» my Damon bid me tell 
What all my actions prove? 
A bluſh, chene ler I meet his eye, 
5 * hene'er l hear his name, a figh 
| Zetreya my ſecret love, 


Tae wretch condemn'd with life to part, 


Hope, Ihe the glimm'ring taper” 8 ght, | 


1 
d 
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In all their ſports upon the plain, 
My eyes {till fix'd on him remain, 
And him alone approve: 

The reſt unheeded dance or play, 
From all he ſteals my praiſe away, 
And can he doubt my love? 


Whene'er we meet, my looks confeſs 
Ihe joys that all my foul poſſeſs, 
And ev'ry care remove : - 
Still, ſtill, too thort appears his ſtay; 
The moments fly too faſt away, 

Too fait for my fond love. 


Does any ſpeak in Damon's praiſe *?. 
So pleas'd am I with all he ſays, 
_ Tev'ry word approve: 
But is he blam'd, altho' in jeſt? 
I feel reſeatment fire my breaſt, 
Alas! becauſe I love. 


But, ah! what tortures tear my heart, 
When I ſuſpect his looks impart 
The leaſt defire to rove! 
I hate the maid that gives me pain; 
Let him to hate I ſtrive in vain, 
For, ah! that hate is love. 


Then a{k not words, but read mine eycs, 
Believe my'bluſhes, truſt my ſighs, 

My paſſion theſe will prove: 
Words oft deceive, and ſpring from art ; 
'The true expreſſions of my heart 

To Damon, muſt be love. 


108 THE SHEPHERDS PASTINI, 
CXXXVI. DELTA. 


Mr Delia was all my delight ; ; 
But ſhe ſhuns me, and why dol ſigh? 
She flies like a fawn from my ſight ; 
Y ct I follow, I cannot tell why. 


The beauties of Delia's mind, 
Ah! ſhepherds. you cannot compare; 
But the faireſt of features combin'd--- 
And I lov'd her becauſe ſhe was fair. 


They fay that a wealthier ſwain, 

That Palemon has charm'd her away 

Palemon's the pride of the plain, 
Or l could not believe what they fax . 


Why did not the Graces attire, 
I he little Loves lend me their aid! bh 
Or why was I doom'd to admire 
So lovely, ſo graceful a maid ? 


CXXXVII. 


O! nor, thou ſoother ſweet of human woes 
How ſhall I lure thee to my haunts forlorn ! 
For me wilt thou renew the wither'd roſe, 
And clear my painful path of pointed t thorn ? 


1 5 Ab! come, ret nymph, in ſmiles and foltnels = 

| r | 

| | Like the young Hours, that lead the tender 

| | Year; 

Enchantreſs, come, and charm my cares to reſt 4 
Alas! the flatt rer flies, and will not hear. 


FASLTORALS.- 


A prey to grief, anxiety, and pain, 
Muſt I à fad exiſtence Rill deplore : 
Lo! the flow'rs fade, but all the thorns remain; 
For me the vernal garland blooms no more. 


CXXXVIII, TO ECHO. 


SeoRTIVE Genius of the Green, 4 
Frequent heard, yet never ſeen, 5 
Tripping o'er with printleſs ſpeed, 
Fairy-like, each flow'ry mead, 
Rangingev'ry hill along, 
Stealing ev'ry ploughman's ſong ; 
Whether waving in the wood, 
Whether ſkimming o'er the flood, 
Panting on the ſouthern gale, 
Or repoſing in the vale, _ 
Poſting on a Zephyr's wing 
Hither come; and with thee bring 
| Gentle Hope, to ſolace one ONE. 
By a cruel nymph undone : 
Hear me, where beneath the ſhade, 
Penſi ve mourner, I am laid, | 
Deaf to Muſic's native note,  _ 
Pour'd from many a warbler's throat ; 
Blind to all which pleas'd before ; 
Smiling landſcapes charm no more. 
Waft my ſighs to yonder plains, 
Where the haughty fair one reigns, 
Who, with beauty's ſubtle art, 
Chains, and triumphs o'er my heart; 
Let their murmur reach her ears; 
Tell her all my hopes, and fears; 
She alone loſt peace can give : 
Tell her, 'tis 2 her I live; 


Cerro —— ———_ 
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Tell her, to my paſſion true, 
Tho' repuls'd, I fill purſue; 
That her graces I adore ; | 
Tell her alſo—but no more--- 
Love admits of no delay ; 
Little Mimie, haſte away. 


C XXXIX. 


How ſweet in the woodlands, with fleet had and 


horn, 


To waken ſhrill echo, and taſte the freſh morn! 


But hard is the chace, my fond heart muſt purſue; 
For Daphne, fair Daphne, is loſt to my view. 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regain, OE 
More wild than the roe-buck, and wing'd with diſ. | 


dain: 


In pity o ertake her, who wounds as ſhe flies; 


Tho- N 8 purſued, tis Myrtillo that dies. 


CXL, THE CONTENTED MAID. 


Lx x me live ROE from noiſe, 
Removꝰd from ſcenes of pride and ſtrife, | 
And only taſte thoſe tranquil joys 
Which Heav'n beſtows on rural life! 
Innocence ſhall guide my youth, . 
Whilſt Nature's paths I ſtill purſue; 
Each ſtep I take be mark d with truth, 
And virtue ever be my view. 


Adieu, ye gay, adieu, ye great! 
Il ſee you all without a figh; 
Contented with my happier fate, 
In ſilence let me live and die! 0 


PASTOR ALS 


Sweet Peace I'1] court to follow me, 
And woo the Graces to my cell; 
For all the Graces love to be 
Where Innocence and Virtue dwell. 


| How wretched the maiden who loves 
and A ſhepherd unworthy her care! 
From fair- one to fair-one who roves, 


And whole promiſe is lighter than air! 


9 ' Such the ſorrows which poor Phillis knew, 
Who Colin too raſhly believ d; 

> His aim was to triumph o'er you, 

RE. -- Ah! Phillis unkindly deceiv'd! 


Beneath the dark cypreſs ſhe lay, 
And figh'd her complaint to the wind, 
That her Colin had wander'd away, 
And left her deſpairing behind.” 


All cold, and ftretch'd out in the ſhade, 
Buy the virgins pale Phillis was found; 
had a ſcroll on her boſom was laid. 
Declaring, that Love gave the wound. 
The ſhepherds ſtill ſpeak of her truth, 
As they point out her grave with a ſigh ; 
And upbruid thy inconſtancy, youth! _ 
Who could ſuffer ſuch beauty to die. 


Warn Damon languiſh'd at my feet, 


And ] vehey d him true, 
| The moments of delight how ſweet ! 


111 


| But, ah! how fwift they flew! : 


1 — — — . ñ— KD 
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The ſunny hill, the flow'ry vale, 
The garden and the grove 

Have echo'd to his ardent tale, 
And vows of endleſs love. 


The conqueſt gain'd, he left his prize; 
He left her to complain; 
To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 
And meaſure time by pain : 


Put Heav'n will take the mourner's part, 

In pity to deſpair; 
And the laſt ſigh that rends the heart, 
Shall waft the ſpirit chere. 


ELI. 


Hare, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of jealouſy or care 
Emblems of the bleſs'd above, 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love! 


By the brook, beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, 
Cheerful ſtrains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and love, 


Say, ye proud, ye rich, ye great, 
Circled round with noiſe and ſtate, 
Real pleaſures can ye prove? 

No! tis found tn rural love. 


CELIV, Damon, . 
Wu firſt the Faſt begins to dawn 


* 
And Nature's beauties rife, 
The lark aſſumes her matins ſweet, 
And ſeeks the yielding ſkies, 


F A 1 T1 nA 1 . 11, 


The roſy light that glads the Muſe, 
Dear to her breaſt mutt be; 
But not ſo dear, young Cupid knows, 
As Damon 1s to me. 


In yonder tree two turtles bill, 
Wuhoſe ſweet alternate notes, 

In pretty ſongs of love, prolong 
The muſic of their throats : 

Dear to the lover's flutt'ring breaſt 
The fair-one's notes muſt be; 

But not ſo dear the thouſandth part, 
As Damon is to me. | : 


A mourning bird, in plaintive mocd, 

Robb'd of her callow young, 

In vonder grove obſerv'd her neſt, 
Ard ſtill her woes ſhe ſung: 

No feather'd warbler of the wood 
More ſorrowful could be: 

But I far greater woes muſt ſhare, 
Were Damon far from me. 


CXIV. TEE $41LES. OF JAMIE, 


 Youxs Cupidis with me wherever I g- 
He plagues me, and teazes, and vexes me ſo- 
To thua the young urchin I Ay to the grove, | 
But ſoon at my eibow ] find little Love: 1 
I meet with young Strephon, the pride of the plain; 
His ſmiles for a moment can baniſh all pain; 

Then Cupid, to teaze me, is ſure to repeat - 
The ſmiles of your Jamie are ten times more ſweet, 


Kaz | = 
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 Tother day, when reclining in Strephon's gay bow'r, 
And charm'd with the fragrance of each blooming 
The vi'let, the lily, the ſweetett that blows,[ flow'r; 
He had twin'd with young myrtle, the woodbine, 
RT  — 
I forgot the young tyrant, and own'd to the ſwain, 
That this fragrant ſpot was the pride of the plain 
But Cupid ſtept forward, and cried---* "Tis a cheat; 
The breath of your Jamie is ten times more ſweet, 


Quite angry, at laſt, I cried---* Let me alone; _ 


I have ſenſe, and have ears, and have eyes of my own; 
Vour blindneſs and folly will lead me aftray, 
While Prudence to Strephon's gay bow'r leads the 
Provok'd by my anſwer, he 3 flew, [way. 
And brought my dear Jamie quite full in my view; 
I nſtructed by Love, he knelt down at my feet, 
And the vows of my Jamie are true as they're ſweet. 


Now Strephon in vain may exert all his pow'r; 

With Jamie, contented, I'll ſhun the gay bow'r; 

Ia a cottage more humble, contented to dwell, 
With him I am happy, tho' humble my cell. 
To revenge me on Cupid for all my paſt pain, 
I'll bind the young rogue in a ſweet roſy chain; 
Il cut off his wings, and tie lead to his feet, 
For with Love and my Jamie my joys are complete. 


| EXLVI,, THE HERMIT, 


Ar the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 
And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs prove, 


When nought but the torrent 1s heard on the hill, 


And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the 
eee; | . e | 
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"Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, 
ts > his harp rung ſymphonious, a Hermit 


n 


| gar 1 . 2 3 
No more with himſelf, or with Nature at war, 


He thought as a ſage, tho' he felt as a man. 


Ah why, all abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 
Why, alone Philomela, that languiſhing fall? 


For Spring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 


And Sorrow no longer thy boſom inthral. 
But if Pity inſpire thee, renew the ſad lay, 
| Mourn, ſweeteſt complainer, man calls thee to 

m_——_ 
O ſooth him, whoſe pleaſures like thine paſs away, 
Full quickly they paſs---but they never return. 


Now gliding remote, on the verge of the ſky, 
The moon halfextinguiſh'd her creſcent diſplays : 


But lately I mark'd, when majeſtic on high 


She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze. 
Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue | 
The path that conducts thee to ſplendour again; 


But man's faded glory what change ſhall renew ? 


Ah fool! to exult in a glory fo vain! _ 


eis night, and the landſcape is lorely no more; 
l mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 


For morn. is approaching your charms to reſtore; 
Perfum'd with freſh fragrance, and glitt'ring with 
Nor yet for the ravage of Winter I mourn ; [dew, 
_ Kind Nature the embryo bloſſom will ſave ; 
But when ſhall Spring viſit the mouldering urn? 
O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave! 
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CXLVII. SPRING. 


Tat Spring with ſmilling face is ſeen, 
Io uſher in the May; | 
The fields all mantled o'er with green, 
All deck'd in flowrets gay: 
The feather'd ſongſters of the grove 
All join in harmony and love. 


The ſoaring lark, that cleaves the ſkies, 
Low builds her humble neft : 
'The rambling boy that finds the Prize, 
Is fure ſupremely bleſt ; 
And, when the parent bird is flown, 
He haſtes and marks it for his own. 


CXLV11T, 


IN A SHADY VALLEY, NEAR A RUNNING. | 
WATER. 8 | 


o! LET me haunt this peaceful ſhade ; 3: 

Nor let ambition e'er invade En 
Ie tenants of this leafy bow'r, . 

That ſhun her paths, and ſlight her pow'r. 


Hither the plaintive halcyon flies, 
From ſocial meads and open ſkies; 
Pleas'd, by this rill. her courſe to veer, 
And hide her ſapphire plumage here. 


= The trout, bedropt with crimſon ſtains, 
Forſakes the river's proud domains; 

Forſakes the ſun's unwelcome gleam, 

To lurk within this humble ſtream. 
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And ſurel heard the Naiad ſay, 
Flow, flow, my ſtream ! this devious way; 
Though lovely ſoft thy murmurs are, 


Thy waters, lovely cool and fair. 


Flow, gentle ſtream ! nor let the vain 
Thy fmall unſully'd ſtores diſdain : 
Nor let the penſive ſage repine, 

Whoſe latent courſe reſembles thine,” 


CXLIX9® MIDSUMMER, 


O pnozsvus! down the weſtern ſky, 
Far hence diffuſe thy burning ray; 
Thy light to diſtant worlds ſupply, 
And wake them to the cares of day. 


Come, gentle eve, the friend of eaſe, 
Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of night! 
Refreſh me with a cooling breeze, 
And cheer me with a lambent light. 


Lay me, where o'er the verdant ground 
er living carpet Nature ſpreads : 
Where the green bow'r, with roſes crown'd, 
In ſhow'rs its fragrant foliage ſheds. | 


improve the peaceful hour with wine; 

Let muſic die along the grove ; 

Around the bowl let myrtles twine, 
Andev'ry ſtrain be tun'd to love. 


Come, Stella, queen of all my heart! 
Come, born to fill its vaſt deſires! 
Thy looks perpetual joys impart : 
T uhy voice perpetual love inſpires. 
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Whilſt, all my wiſh, and thine completa, 
By turns we languiſh and we burn, 


Let ſighing gales our ſighs repeat; 


Our murmurs---murmuring brooks return. 


Let me, when Nature calls to reſt, 
And bluſhing ſkies the morn foretell, 


Sink on the down of Stella's breaft, 


And bid the —_ world farewell. 


CL. THE CAPTIVE, 


Ar dawn of day, a farmer paſs' 4 


Where deadly ſnares were ſet: 


A lark with piercing cries and throbs, 


Was ſtruggling in the net. 


The flutt ring pris 'ner begg' d his life; 
Ohl! pity me, he ſaid! 
Twould kill my harmleſs babes and wife, 
To hear that I was dead. 


1 1 hurt no creature ; fs the wt 


Of birds will vouch for me; 


Nor have thy rich poſſeſſions Rol'n : 


Let innocence be free. 


One grain, indeed, this fatal x morn, 


I took ' Twas all I did. © 
Todie for one poor grain of corn, 
Alas! kind Heav'n, forbid !* _ 


A red. breaſt, from a neighb'ring tree, 
Beheld 0 captive ſtate; 


Ah! ceaſe thy piteous plaint, ſaid he, 


Nor hope to ſhun your fate. 


E. 
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Poor bird! be ſure thy death's decreed ; 
No eloquence will do ; 5 

For, ah! the wretch, to whom you plead, 
Is judge and jury too. : 


His conſort, then in ſearch of food, 
Her hapleſs birds to rear, 

Was picking, by the fatal ſpot, 
Where lay her tangled dear. 


With wk and inceſſant ſcreams 


_- She did for pity call; | 
Oh! fave him, fave him! was her cry 


Or take my life and all. 
For, when he's gone, who ſhall aſſiſt 


To raiſe our callow young? 


To hear their ſimple ſorrowing ſtrain, 


The farmer's heart was wrung. 


Reflecting on their tender grief, 


And touch'd by mercy's plea, 


With ready hands he loos'd the ſtring, 


And ſet his pris'ner free. 


The tuneful warbler, with his mate, 


Enraptur' d, took the wing; 


And, while ſuſpended in the air, 


A ſong of thanks did ſing. 


The red-breaſt, ſeeing pity ſhewn, 


Rejoicing, took his flight ; 


Nor did the farmer's feeling heart 


Experience leſs delight. 
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CLI. | 


Away to the field, ſee the morning looks gay, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day; 
'The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 
Ĩ ben, hark, in the morn, 
I 0 the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew; 
While the ſeaſon invites, . 
With all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue. 


. How charming the fight, when Aurora firſt dawns, 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns! 
To welcome the Sun, now returning from reſt, 

Their matins they chaunt as they merrily queſt, 


But, oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
To ftart juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 
While joyous from valley to valley refounds 
The ſhout of the hunters, and cry of the hounds ! 
- Then, hark, &c. | 5 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate: 
Borne by their bold courſers, no danger they fear, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. 5 
Then, hark, &c. R 


Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping on down: 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth; 
Ours ſtill is repaid with conteatment and health. 


Then, hark, &. 


© AS. O R AL S. 


c tt. RECITATIVE. 


Tir E whiftling plou ghman hails the bluſhing dawn, 
The thruſh melod1ous drowns the ruſtic note ; 


Loud fings the blackbird thro' reſoundin 'S 8 groves, 


And the * 


AIR, 


Away, to the copſe lead away; 
And how, my boys, throw off the hounds : 
I'll warrant he ſhews us ſome play : 
| See, yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em, my 
*Tis a delicate e. v morn: [bloods! 


What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwext echo, the hounds, and the horn ? 


Each, earth ſee he tries at in v ain, | 


In cover no ſafety can find ; 
So he breaks it, and r amain, 
And leaves us at diftance behind. 
O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn : | 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die: 
Cheer up, my good dog, with the horn ! 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro” the dale; 
All parch'd from his mout 5 of wad his — 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his cunning his life can prolong. 
From our ſtaunch and fleet-pack 'twas in vain ths he 
5 See his bruſh fallsbemir d, forlorn: | fled; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 


os 
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CLI, 


Con x, rouſe Gros your trances, 
The ſly morn advances, 
To catch ſluggiſh mortals in bed! 
Let the horn's jocund note 
In the wind ſweetly float, 1 
While the fox from the brake lifts his head! | 
Now creeping, a 
Now peeping, 
The fox 13 the brake lifts his head: 
Each away to his ſteed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my wofſhippers, follow ; "7 
For the chace all prepare; 
See the hounds ſnuff the air; ; 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet balloo! 


Hark Jowler, hark Rover, 
See Reynard breaks cover, 
The hunters fly over the ground ; 
No they ſkim o'er the plain, 
No they dart down the lane, 
And the hills, woods, and vallies reſound; 
| With daſhing, 
And ſplaſhing, 
1 The hills, woods, and vallies reſound : 
Then away with full ſpeed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow; 
O'er hedge, ditch, and gate, 
If you ſtop you're too late; 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman' 5 ſweet halloo! 
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NEW VAUXHALL SONGS. 


cv. 


be I ASS of RICAMOND HILL. 


L 


O Rich % Hil there lives a laſs 7 


More bright than May-day morn, 


Whoſe charms all other maids ſurpaſs ; 


A roſe without a thorn. 
This maid fo neat, 
With ſmiles fo ſweet, 


Has won my right good will; 


I'd crowns refign, | 
I To call her mine, 
Sweet laſs of Ricumond HILL! 


IE. 


| Ye zephyrs gay that fan the air, 


And wanton thro' the grove; 
Oh! whiſper to my charming fair,. 
I die for her, and love. 

Azhis laſs ſo neat, &c. 


How happy will this ſhepherd be, 
Who calls Kis nymph his own ; 


| Oh! may the choice be fix'd on me, 


Mine's fix'd on her alone. 
This laſs fo neat, &c. 


CLV. 


 ReTvRNiNG from the fair one eve, 
Ac croſs yon verdant plain; M2 


| mag THE SHEPHERD'S PASTIME. 


Young Harry ſaid, he'd ſee me home, 
A tight and comely ſwain; 
He begg'd I would a 3 take, 
And would not be refus' 
Then aſk'd a kiſs—I bluſh'd and . 
«. "i rather be excus'd. 


You're coy, ſaid he, my pretty maid, 
I mean no harm, I ＋ . 
Long time TI have in ſecret figh'd 
For you, my charming fair; 
But if my tenderneſs offends, 
And if my Love's refus'd, 
I'll leave you—what, alone ? ? cried I, 
I d rather be excus'd. 


He preſs'd my hand, and on we walk'd, | 
He warmly urg'd his —_— 
But ſtill to all he ſaid, I was 

Moſt obſtinately mute; 
At length got home, he angry, cried, Z 
Muy fondneſs is abus d; 
Then die a maid- Indeed, ſays 15 

I'd rather be excus'd. 


| evi. 
The VILLAGE MAIDEN. 


| Wa x firſt I ſaw the Village ne, 
Like Cymon motionleſs I ſtood; _ 
*Twas Iphigenia's ſelf appearing, 
Lovely, beautiful, and good. | 
Her cheeks outbluſh'd the rip ning roſe, 
Her ſmiles would baniſh mortals' woes, 


80 fy; cet the Village Maiden, 


— 
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Clariſſa's eyes all eyes attracting, 


Her breath Arabian ſpices tergn ; : 


For her, like gold, would Av' rice wander, 


Adventure life, the prize to gain. 


I told my love with many fears, | 
Which ſhe return'd with ſpeaking tears, 


So ſweet the Village Maiden, 


She ſigh'd—becauſe ſhe had not riches, 
To make her lady-like and gay ; 

Though Virtue was her only fortune, 
I dar'd to name the nuptial day. 


The care of wealth let knaves endure, 


1 ſhall be rich enough I'm' ſure, 
Io wed the Village Maiden. 


= CLVII, 


1 NEVER CAN BELIEVE IT. 


Trar Willy's won my tender , 
I never will deny, 


Aline he feels Love's pleaſing ſmart, 


And heaves the tender ſigh; 
The envious laſſes jeer ing ſay . 
That heart he will deceive it, 
He only courts me to betray ; 
J never can believe it. 


The other day he brou ght a pair 
Of tender cooing doves; 
Aud ſmiling ſaid, my charming fair, 
Like theſe ſhall be our loves. 

What e'er he brings wi' joy I take, 
And kiſs when I receive it, 

His Nancy he cannot forſake ; ; 

I never will behere 1 it. 
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" ſmiles the happy morn of May 

In all its vernal pride; 

Ihe village then ſhall all be gay 
When I am Willy's bride. 
His heart is mine, my heart his too, 
With pleaſure will I give it; 
Shou'l others ſay he 1s untrue, 
I never will believe it. 


CLVIII, 


INDEED 118 MUCH TOO SOON. 


Ar gay ſixteen my lovers came, 


With flatt'ring tongues and hearts i in flame, 


As thick as flowers 1n June; 

But of a little beauty vain, - 

I laugh'd and told each dying foals. 
Indeed, twas much too ſoon. | 


Vear after year i in ſcorn went by, 
Rejecting ev'cy am'rous ſigh, 
I kept the ſame old tune; 
Go ſhepherds, with diſdain I cry'd, 
*Tis time enough to be a bride, 
Indeed, tis much too ſoon. 


At tw enty Ar e, full time to DOE 
My lovers nearly all were fled, 
 Talter'd then my tune; 
Shepherd faid I, I've chang” d my mind, 
I've thought the matter oe r, and find 
I cannot wed too ſoon. 


"2-20 DE Xx- 


| Page 
An, Damon, dear ſhepherd, adieu 13 
As paſling by a ſhady grove — 34 
Alexis, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and kind, | 43 
As I went o'er the meadows, no matter the day 49 
Ariſe, ſweet meſſenger of morn 51 
As Thyrſis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd beſt 61 
As bother day milking I fat in the vale — 62 
Aſſiſt me, all ye — 1 nine 68 
Ah, hills belov'd ! where once an hay child 90 
* , As near a weeping ſpring reclin'd — 92 
Adieu to the village delights — 95 
Adieu, ye ſtreams, that {moothly low — 104 
Ah! why muſt words my flame reveal — 2 
At the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtilil! 114 
At dawn of day a farmer paſs'd — 1 
Away to the field, ſee the morning looks 1 120 
At gay ſixteen my lovers came 26 
By a murm' ring ſtream a fair hepherdeſs lay — 
By the dew-beſprinkled roſe 69 
Breathe loft, ye winds; be calm, ye kies ww MY 
Bright Sol is returned, the winter is aer — 84 
Blow, blow, thou Summer breeze — 10, 
Come ſing round my favourite tree — 4 
Come live with me, and be my love T 


Come, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks, &c. 31 
Charming village maid 


Come then, come, ye ſportive ſwains — 85 
Come, rouſe from your trances — - 122 
Every nymph and ſhepherd bring — 70 
From the man whom I love tho' my heart I diſguiſe 30 
Farewell, Ianthe, faithleſs maid PE 37 
For tenderneſs framed in life's earlieſt dax 99 
Gay Damon long ſtudied my heart to obtain = 
Guardian angels, now protect me 33 
Gentle gales, in pity bear — 5 
| Go, tuneful bird that glads the ſkies | 78 
Her ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to a grove 13 
Had I a heart for falſehood fram'd _ — 28 
How long ſhall hapleſs Colin mourn — 29 
Haſte, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair 54 


Hark, hark! o'er the plains what glad tumults, * a+ -- 
How gentle was my Damon's air | — 75 


How happy were my days till now. _ 86 


_—_— PO. 


. 


Page 
Hope, thou nurſe of young deſire — 80 
How ſleep the brave who fink to reſt — 88 
Hark ! the hollow woods reſounding  =— 88 
Her mouth, with a ſmile —U— 90 
Hope, thou ſource of every bleſſing — 93 
How {ſweet in the woodlands with fleet, hound; &c. 110 
How wretched the maiden who loves _ 111 
Happy, harmleſs, rural pair — 1:2 
If all the world and love were young Sos 5 
It was ſummer, ſo ſoftly the breezes were blowing 32 
I ſearch'd the fields of ev'ry kind — 51 
I told my nymph, I told her true _ 55 
If thou who live in ſhepherd's bow'r — 81 
Let me wander not unſeen — 3 
Lovely nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh — 7 
Let the tempeſt of war —— 80 
Let me live remov'd from noiſe — 110 
My banks are all furniſh'd with bees _ 24 
My fond ſhepherds of late were fo bleſt | 42 
My Delia was all my delight — 108 
No more the feſtive train I'll join — 2 
Nov all the groves in verdure gay — 28 
No nymph that tri ps the verdant plain — 14 
No more, ye {wains, no more upbraid —— 49 
No ſhepherd was like Strephon gay — 66 


Near the ſide of a pond, at the foot of a hill 


75 
Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the plains 79 
Near a ſmooth river's lonely fide — 10g 
O'er moorlands and mountains, rude, barren and bare 6 
One night when all the village ſle pt — 13 
On Thames” fair bank a gentle youth 22 
On the banks of the ſweet flowing Tay — 23 
Our grotto was the ſweeteſt place — 31 
O] hope, thou ſoother ſweet of human woes 108 
O!] let me haunt this peaceful ſnade — 116 
O Phebus! down the weſtern ſky — 117 
On Richmond Hill there lives a laſs — — 123 
Poor melancholy bird, that all night long 8g 
Reſt, beauteous flow'r, and bloom anew — 94 
Returning from the fair one eve — — 123 
Shepherds, I have loſt my love = 4 
Sure Sally is the lovelieſt laſs — 63 
Sweet Phillis, well met 8 — 


Aa 


C 


She came from the hills of the weſt _ 
Sportive genius of the green 5 
The pride of ev'ry grove I choſe — 
"Twas at the cool and fragrant hour — 
The hawthorn is ſweetly in bloom — 
Lo hear a ſweet goldfinch's ſonnet — 
The virgin lily of the night 8 

To dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
The woodlark whifiles rough the grove 


Tho' his paſſion, in ſilence, the youth would e conceal 


The ſhepherd's plain life — 

The ſilver moon's enamour'd beam — 

he ny mph that 1 lov'd was as cheerful as day. 
The morning's freſhneſs calls me forth 

The flocks ſhall leave the mountains On 
The noon-tide ſun the fields had gilded o er 

The garlands fade, that ſpring ſo lately wove 

The wretch condemn'd with life to part 

The ſleepleſs bird, from eve to morn — 

The ſpring with ſmiling face is ſeen 


The whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 7 OE 5 


That Willy” s won my tender heart 
Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour 
With the ſun I riie at morn 


When weſtern breezes fan the ſuore — 
What virgin or ſhepherd in valley or grove 
What ſhepherd or nymph of the grove — 


What beauties does Flora diſcloſe — 
When abſent from the nymph I love __ —-. 
When bag Se. the morning — 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air — 


| While the lads of the village ſhall merrily, ah ! 


When ſummer comes the ſwains on Tweed 


When the roſy morn appearing — — 
When fairies dance round on the graſs — 
Where the jeſſamine ſweetens the bowir — 


While others ſtrip the new-fall'n ſnows 

With Phillis Lell trip o'er the meads — 
When vapours o'er the meadows die — 
When late a ſimple ruſtic laſs | 
What med'cine can ſoften the boſom's keen ſmart 
Where virtue encircles the fair 
When firſt I ſaw my Delia's face — 
When youth mature to mane grew | — 


